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IN giving this cditidn.of fuclij pieces as 
"I hai^^e written ih the couffe ofiifeveral 
years,. I. hope i may fe allowed theiiifeerty; 
of a few preiiminaify wt)rds, eveh/thomgh 
they relate chiefly to myfelf*. It Us- not 
my ijitention to encroach too far tipbn. the 
reader's patience, much lefs to trouble 
him with ^nfwers to the cavils of critics, 
xm: vindications of myfelf or my writings^ 
The works here collefted (except the 
tranftations, and a new tragedy in the lafl 
volume) have been all, at different; times, 
before the public. Their fate ii^^ been 
long ago decided. Nothing, that 1 now 
can offer, will extenuate faults, or place 
the beauties (if any » there are) in a more 
advantageous light. I may, however, be 
permitted to obferve, that the greatefl: 
part of what is here offered to the public 
was finiflied many years ago. I fet out 
as an author at a very early periof of life* 
as TJie 



VI PREFACE. 

The Grafs-^-Im Journal was begun, I may 
fay, in a fh)lic: That it wascontebued, 
was owing to the reception it met with. 
A little temporary fuccefs made me fancy 
^ that I coidd Write. Since that time, I have 
dften thought^ th^t I was retailing my 
littte tteck, when 1 ought to have en- 
dfejfWflai-ed to add Xo it ^ I was writing, 
i>rhfen I tiught to iiave been teading. The 
frfl 43f the feveml pieces followed in quick 
f&<hceflioni arid, perhaps, with too niuch 
ra^lciily. Statiu^ as tl remember, is the 
only author of diit^quit^, who def fifes to 
take ft^ekcr ui4d6r th^ excufe of quickn^fs 
and -difpatch* 1 may fay with him, I>iu 
nmitumquerdubkavi^ iin hos libelks^ ^ut Juhko 
c^fe^ et'^uMdm fejiihandi 'bohptate fiuxerant^ 
eumifinguHide Jinu meo prodajjent^ cangregatas 
ipfe dimiuerem. That writer adds, and 
indeed feeitts t6 boaft, that feveral of his 
poems were writteh in one day, and few 
in ^more than two. Being upon the point 
of publifhing an entire collection of his 
detached pieces, he begins to Tear that the 
celerity^ with which they wci^e written, 
2 will 
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win fee HO longer an iE»ctifc^ when t}^€^ 
noydty is 1(2JCL ^«g^ -0? ^/«« iilispqrfdf 
ex fi^em^ cum ami^nnfj f^cmfvlm ffabuermt^ 
graham celmtatis. Thoaigk I cannot pr^ 
teiid to havCffelt, while I was writingi th? 
rigour and fpbrit of that celebrated ppet ; 
yet now, when my work is over, I may 
be allowed to iympathize with him in iiis 
dQubts and fears* The dramatic pieces, 
here coUeftfed together, do not follow one 
another in order of time, as they were 
written ; for the information, however, 
of fuch, as may haye that kind of curio* 
fity, at the end of thefe Iheets, the reader 
will find an arrangemient of them in their 
chronological order. 

'For the defetfts, that hafte may have 
occafioned, I have endeavoured, by a care*- 
ful revifal, to make all the atonement in 
my power. While the pieces lay fcattered 
abroad, like the Sybil's leaves, it was na^ 
tural that I fhould wifti to fee them in a 
more corredl form. In giving this Edition, 
I hope that I fhall not be charged with 
vanity or prefumption. The public, at 
a 4 various 
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various times, have given to thefe works 
fome degree of fan6tion; and, if I have 
laid out a portion of my time in an honeft 
endeavour to render what they approved 
lefs inexcufable, the attempt, I hope, may 
be- fairly deemed a mark of refpe6t for 
thofe, who have done me fo much ho- 
nour* In the whole Colle6tion there is 
but one piece, to which a name of high 
rank is prefixed. The Public have been 
my only patrons. With a thorough con- 
fidence in their juftice, I flood forth upo^i 
all occafions ; no party made, no cabal, no 
intereft to proteft me. Though the love 
of fame was among the inftigations, that 
fet me to work, I can boaft, with pride, 
that I ufed no little artifices to obtain, it. 
I had no Ihare in a Newfpaper, though I 
know thofe, who thought fuch an ac^ 
quifition a ftep in; their ro^ to celebrity. 
But the praife, which a man gives himfelf, 
implies that no one elfe comes up to his 
mark ; and the abufe, which he throws 
out againft others, will avail but little: 
he, who would eclipfe his rival, has no 
way of doing it but, by writing better. 

In 
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^ In the courfe of my theatrifcal careeri 
I beg leave to repeat, that I relied upon the 
Public^ and the Public only. During the 
whole time I had no reafon to think that 
I was in favour with the Manager. Were 
I inclined to revive the memoiy of petty 
difputes, J could it^te the number of im- 
pediments! that were thrown in ray way 
l3y\Mr. Garrick; but of that performer I 
am-npw willing to remember nothing but 
his inimitable talents. I regret the rlofs 
of fo great a genius in his art,; . and in the 
idea of the confummate a6lor my ref^nt- 
ment^ are loft. The misfortune of Garrick 
was, that he never had due confidence irihis 
own talents.^; His love of fame was un- 
bounded, but it wa§ tremhlingly a/he all o'er. 
He lived in a whifpering gallery, always 
lifteniijg, and anxious about, himfelf. 
Upon fuch a difpofition they, who iacquied 
after him, could make what impreflion 
they pleafed. A word was fufHcient. He 
took fire at tlie flighteft hint ; and they, 
who had finifter purpofes to anfwer, faw 
the avenues, by which they were to ap* 
preach him. By the arts of fuch men, 

he, 
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he^ who inigkt always hav^ been at cafcj^ 
and by his talents deim^^d to be ib> was 
€ycr invedved ill litck disputes and jear 
laufies, that made hkn unhapfgr through 
life. ' 

Were I indkied to open trounds,^ which 
liave long been clofed, I could claim fome 
merit with the Public, by ftating the <lif^ 
iiculties, which I often furmounted, to 
make my way to their favour. Gf the 
fmall tribe of wits and critics, who neVer 
ceafed to nibble at every piece that I of- 
fered to the ftage, I have but little to fay,* 
The truth is, they gave me no diftutbance. 
1 fpmetimes faw their libels, and I made 
no reply^ The tafk were endlefs. Men, 
'who cannot think through a do^en ciE>n- 
nefted fentences, can fpin out a paragraph, 
and if it teem with virulence, they think 
they have performed wonders. To the 
degree of credit, whatever it be, that I 
have acquired with the public, they have 
been enemies, at leaft, twenty years : 
but by repeating their efforts, they con- 

fefs 
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tfeitog to tte^ulM^tm/ Ihave ibmctimw 
&% pl^sd^i&re <$f keariag drat tke piose^ 
Trtiich is grofsly abnfed m fomc morimig 
l^per^ is applauded at tls^e tli<eatre ia tli^e 
efvfeniHg. While this continues ta be da€ 
m£^y have I not reafon to fraile at the in* 
cffedlual efforts of envy, or of malice ? A 
bad critic is generally a bad man: he 
is out of humour himfelf, and he wants 
to communicate his rancour to others. 

But I have, perhaps, trefpaffed too long^ 
and the fubjeft, I know, is uninterefting* 
I ftiall only add^ that, in this Edition will 
be found, all that I have written, or 
would now be anfwerable for, except an 
JEfay on the Life and Genius of Henry Fielding^ 
and a tranflation of MarmontePs Belifarius. 
Of the politjcal papers, which fell from 
my pen many years ago, I hope no trace 
is left. With all the ardour of youth, 
and the inexperience which belongs to it, 
I engaged in that field of controverfy; but 
I was foon taught by Sir Richard Steel 
to abandon it for ever. In fome part of 

his 



ids -works, that lively and agffeeable writer 
relates a ftoiy^ which determined me to pur-* 
1ki£ that road of ambitioxi^o further. Were 
the book at hand, I ihoul^ give it in his own: 
word^. It now muft lofe that grace, with 
which he could decorate whatever he told* 
The fubftance is as follows : Two rival nai» 
tions were divided from each other by a wide 
•river. At their joint expence they threw 
a bridge *ver the current, 'and preserved 
a communication* In the councils of one 
of thefe neighbouring ftates, ambition and 
the rage of conqueft were the leading 
principles. The plan of an irtvafion waS 
concerted with the profoqndeft fecrefy. 
Their troops were put in motion ; by a 
forced march they poured down on every 
fide to crofs the river, and take their ad-^ 
verfary by furprife* A farmer, who live^ 
at the foot of the bridge, refolved to ferve 
his country in. the moment of danger. To 
prevent a fudden inroad, he formed the 
plan of a barricade acrofs the bridge, and 
fent off an exprefs to the metropolis. Hav** 
ing called all hands to work, he contrivccjj 

with 
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\^hh his carts, his waggons, and imple- 
ments of hiijfbandry^ to fecure the pafs* 
An army, in the meain time, marched down 
to the frontier, and the enemy, finding; 
their defign countera6led, retii^ed without 
ftriking a blow. The parliament met: 
addrefles were voted : the commander of 
the forces received the thanks of bot^ 
houfes, and the a6tivity of government was 
painted forth in terms of adulation. A 
xnember, however, rofe in his place, and, 
after bluntly obferving, that, in the tide 
of joy> the honeft farmer was forgotten, 
gave notice qf a motion in his favour. The 
minifter affured the houfe, that he in- 
tended to take his cafe into confideration, 
Jn tsvo days afterw^ards, he was as good as 
his word* He brought in a bill, whereby 
it was ena6ted, that Jhe farmer and his 
jf>oJierity fhould have the fole privilege of 

gEGGmG yPON THE BRIDGE. 



LincolnVInn, 
i8th May, 1786. 
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ORPHAN of CHINA. 



ACT the FIRST. 

Enter Etajst, meeting Selim. 

Etan. 

SELIM, from whence ? What ftation ? From 
what poft ? 
How ftands the fate of China ? Whence that tumult^ 
That mingled burft of horror and defpair. 
That rofc to Heav'n, as if the found imported 
The wreck of Nature ? 

Selim. 

With too fure prefagc 

It fpeaks the fall of China : all who rufh'd 

With eager hope this morning to yon plains. 

To learn the earlieft tidings of their fate. 

Now back recoil ; they pour into the city; 

Difmay and horror wild in ev'ry face ! 

Soon as they reached the gates, a peal of groans 

Burft forth at once ! — Then filence deep and vaft 

Enfued, and forrow without tongue or utt'rance 

Roams through each ftreetj matrons and hoary fires 

All to their fcv'ral habitations prefs, 

B Em- 



a The ORPHAN of CHINA. 

Embrace their young ones, and in penfive mood 
Await their final doom. 

Etan. 

Then Timurkan 

Has conquered, and that burft, that rent the fkies. 

Was the lafl: gafp of -freedom and of laws, 

A dying nation's groan !— This dead repofe 

Deepens the horror of the dreadful fcene. 

Where, Selim, is my father I Where is Zamti ? 

Selim. 

On the high rampart near the Eaftern gate 
But now I left him : from that poft he views 
The gen'ral panic ; there beholds the ruin, 
Th' inevitable ruin that furrounds us. 
Amazement for awhile fupprefs'd his voice ; 
With folded alrms he flood ; then with a figh 
His lab'ring bofoiti heav'd ^ at length, he cried^ 
The Tartar has prevailed, and refignation 
Is now the only virtue Fate has left us. 

Etan, 

To bow the neck to the fell Tartar's yoke^^ 
Is that the refignation Heav'n demands ? 
No y let us fummon all that's left of valor ; 
Oppofe the Tartar's entry, man the works. 
And arm feach hand for freedom : Timurkan 
Will Ihrink and look difmay'd, when he beholds 
That we have fpirits here, who ftill can mock 
His utmoft rage, and on the brink of ruin 
Snatch the ftiU wav'ring, the unfettled vidory 
Ev'n from the conqu'ror's fword. 

Selim. 

My friend for]3car ; , 

This tow'ring fpirit, this irnpetuous ardor 
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Can nought avail j can only heap deftruftion 
On thee, on Zamti, and that beft of women. 
Your wretched mother, the forlorn Mandane, 
Whofe cv^ry fentiment, whofe ev'ry paflion 
Big with the image of a much-iov'd fon. 
Still turns to thee ; ev*n from her country's caufe. 
And our long line of Kings, to thee fhe turns 
With tht ftrong ardour of maternal love* 

EtABf. 

Yes, Selim, yes, her tendernefs of foul. 

Ever awake, alarmed, and prone to melt 

For other's good, regardlefs of herfelf. 

Starts and turhs pale at ev'ry cloiid that low'f s ; 

Sees fancied ills, and each fad moment proves 

The ftrong viciflitude of hope and fear. 

Be it thy care, my friend, to fee Mandane ; 

Affuage her troubled fpirit t in this hour^ 

This crifis of our fate, let her remain 

Safe in her lone retreat : TU round the walls, 

And feek my father's prefence : in his foul 

My voice fliall wake the patriot flame, and rouze 

All that is hero in him t Selim, yes ; 

We'll dare for Liberty, or bravely die. 

Selim* (alone) 

Go, gen'rous youth, go feek thy father's prefence ; 
From him thoul't learn how vain this fwelling tide 
Of defp'ratfe valour. — Ha ! Mandane comes. 
And her looks fpeak the horror of the time* 

Enter Mandane and Miry^n. 
MandaI^e. 

No, never, Mirvan, never — urge no more } 
Tis vain, 'tis ineflfeftual ; gracious Heav'n ! 
Will not this palace drench'd in gore i the cfo\yn 

Ba Of 
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Of China's Kings fix*d on the Tartar's brow i 
Will not a tradt of twenty years in bondage. 
Ah ! will not thefe fuffice^ without frefh caufc 
Of bitter anguifh in Mandane^s bread: ? 

MiRVAM. 

The meafure of our woes has long been full. 
Our King's dethroned, our country laid in ruin^ 
Nought elfe is worth a pang. 

Makdame. 

Yes all, we all 

Muft feel the kindred touch : each day the cries 
Of widows^ orphans, father, fon and brother 
In vain are fent to Heav*n ; the ruthlefs fury 
Of thefe barbarians, thefe accbrs'd invaders. 
Burns with increafing fire ; the thunder (till 
Rolls o'er our heads, engendering in its courfe 
New flame, new vengeance, with coUedked wrath 
To burfl: at once, and bury us in ruin. 

Mir VAN. 

And quickly fall It muft : the hand of Heaven 
Weighs this great empire down. 

Mandake.^ 

No — tax not Heav*n ! 
Almighty juftice never bares its arm 
*Gainff innocence and truth : *tis Timurkan, 
That fell barbarian, that infatiate wafter. 
May curfes blaft the Tartar 1 — He — 'tis he 
Has bore down all, and ftill his reeking fword^ 
In yonder field of Death, where Corea's troops 
Made thetr laft ftand for Liberty and China, 
Crimfons the land with blood. — This battle loft— 
And is there then no hope ?— The Tartar comes — 

la 
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In triumph faid'ft thou? — from what quartffr,**hoWj 
Whence came the tidings ? 

Sblim» 

From yon lofty towV^ 

As my eye ftraining toward the distant plain 
Sent forth an anxious look^ thro' clouds of doSt 
The favagc bands appeared 5 the weftern fun 
GleamM on their burnifh^d helms ; and foon a ihout 
From their glad multitude proclaimed th' approach 
Of Timurkan : once more inflam'd with conqueft 
The tyrant comes> and foon within our walls 
Uprears his conq'ring banner. 

Mandake. 

Selim, go ; 

Again look out ; gather the flying newsj 

And let me know each circumftance of ruim 

{Exit Sitw. 

MlR^Alf* 

Better fiipprefs thofe unavailing tearsy 
That fruitlefs flood, of grief. 

Mandate. 

It will not be } 

Ev'n midft the horrors of this difmal hour^ 
When Fate has all transferred from loft Cath^ 
To vile barbarian hands j -yes even now, • 

In thefe black moments of defpair and ruin. 
This heart revolting from the public caufe. 
Bleeds from a private fource j bleeds* for the wpef 
That hang o'er Zamti's houfe, 

MiKrAM« 

Each fuA that rifeSy 

Brings 
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Brings fome new grief, and where our fate will Jftop^ 
Heav'n only knows. 

Mandane. 

Ay, there, — there lies the thought 
At which imagination ftarts appalPd 
With horror at the fcene, her bufy workings 
Have coloured to my fight ; there lies the thought 
That wakens all a mother's fears. Proted, 
Ye pow-rs, proteft my fon ! 

MiRVAN. 

Your fon, Mandane ! 

'Have you not checked his ardor ? with your tears. 
Your foft authority, reftrain'd the hero 
From the alarms of war ? 

Mandane. 

Unconfcious man ! 

Thou little know'ft his danger j but that truth 

Muft never pafs thefelips. 

Mirvan. 

I hope Mandane 

Doubts not my honeft zeal. Full well you know, 

I bear this tyrant deep and mortal hate , 

That under him I lift, and wear this, garb 

In hopes that fome occafion may arrive, 

WhdffI may ftrike the unexpedted blow. 

And do my country right.'' ' 

Mandane. 

Thy loyalty. 

Thy truth and honour have been ever fpotlefs. 
Befides the wrongs, the couiitlefs wrongs, the wounds 
He gave ypur injur'd fanqfily and name,— - 

Mirvan. 
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MmvAN. 

Alas ! thofe wounds muft ftill lie bleeding here, , 
Un tented by the hand of Time. Not all 
His lenient arts, his favours heap'd upon me. 
Shall cool the burning anguifh of my foul. 
What he, who flew my father ! dragg'd my filler. 
Blooming in years, to his detefted bed ! 
Yes, tyrant, yes, thy unextinguifh*d foe 
Dwells in this bofom— furely then to me 
Mandane may reveal her griefs— 

Mandane, 

No more — 

My woes muft reft conceal'd — yet fliould the Tartar 

Learn from the captives of yon vanquifh'd hoft. 

That China's Orphan breathes the vital air. 

And to himfelf unknown, within his brcaft 

XJnconfcious, bears the gen'rous glowing flame 

Of all the virtues of his ancient line \ 

Oh ! fliould they know that the dear youth furvivcs^ 

Their fury then would kindle to a blaze 

^ight fpread defl:ruftion round, and in the ruin 

My blamelefs fon muft: perifti, 

MiRVAN. 

Seek not thus 

To multiply the ills that hover round you. 
Nor from the fl:ores of bufy Fancy add 
New fliafts to Fortune's quiver. Zamti's care 
Averts impending danger from his friends. 
And o'er the Mandarine his manners pure. 
And facred funftion, have diffus'd an air 
Ofvenerabje awe, which ev'n can teach 
Thefe Northern foes to foften into men, 

Mak* 
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Mandane* 

Yes, Mirvan, yeS| Religion wears a mien 
In Zamti's peifon fo feverely mild. 
That the fierce Scythian refts upon his fpear. 
And wonders what he feels : fuch is the charm 
Of heart-felt Virtue 5 fuch is Nature's force 
That (peaks abroad, and in rude Northern hearts 
Can (lamp the ima^e of an awful God ! 
From that fource Ipnngs fome hope. Wretch that I am ! 
Hope idly flutters on my trembling tongue. 
While Melancholy brooding o'er her wrongs, 
I^ays wafle the mind with anguifb and deQ>air. 
What noife is that ? 

MiRVAN. 

Compofe this ftorm of grief; 

In ev*ry found your fancy hears the Tartar j 

*Tis Zamti this way bends. 

Mandane. 

Celeflial Powers ! 

What laboring fighs heave in his breaft ? what horror 
Rolls in the patriot's eye? Thou, Mirvan, leave me, 
I^ave me in thofe lov'd arms to meet our fate. 

lExil Mirvan. 





En^er Zamtu 




Mandane. 


Zamti! 






Zamti. 


Mandane! 





Maito 
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Mandane, 

Ah ! what haft thou feen ? 

What heard ? fay, quickly tell — has Fate decreed 

The doom of China i 

Zamti. 

China is n6 rtitii^; 

Tht Eaftern world is loft ; the glorious fubric^ 
For ages that hath ftood, the feat of empire. 
Falls with the Univerfe beneath the ftrokc 
Of favage pow'r ; falls from its tow'ring hopes. 
For ever, ever fall'n ! 

Makdane» 

Yet Why> ye pow'rs. 

Why (hou'd a tyrant trained to Itift ind mtirdW*, 

A lawlefs ralvager from barren wilds. 

Where chearful day ne'er dawns, but lowering Heav'n 

For ever rolls a turbulence of clouds ; 

Whyfhould a monfter thus ufurp the worldj 

And trample fair integrity and truth > 

Beneath his ruffian feet ? 

Zamtk 

i^ar hence, Mandane, 

Thofe happy days, alas ! are fled^ when Peace 
Here nurs'd her blooming olives^ stnd fhed round 
Her foftcring influence — ^^in vain the plan 
Of facred laws by hoary elders taught. 
Laws founded on the bafe of public weal. 
Gave leffons to the world : in vain Confucius 
Unlocked his radiant ftores of moral truth 5 
In vain fair fcience> and each tender mufe 
Beamed ey'ry elegance on polifh*d life ; 
Barbarian pow*r prevails ; whatever the wife. 
Whatever the fons of genius could inlpire, 

C All 
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All that bright art could give> muft fade away. 

And ev'ry virtue wither at the blaft 

Of Northern domination. ^ 

Mandanb.* 

Fatal hour ! 

More fatal ev'n than that which firft beheld 
This race accurft within thefe palace walls. 
Since hope, that balm of wretched minds, is now 
Irrevocably loft. 

Zamti. 

Name not the day. 

Which faw this city fack'd : frefh ftream my eyes, 
Frefh bleeds my heart, whene'er the fad idea 
Comes o^er my tortur'd mind. Why, cruel pow'rs. 
Why in that moment could not Zamti fall ? 

Mandane. 

Thy office, and the fymbol of thy God, 
Made ev'n the conqueror fufpeiid his blow. 
And murmur foft humanity. High Heav'n 
Protefted thee for its own great defigns. 

Zamti. 

Yes, my Mandane, in that hour of carnage- 
For purpofcs yet in the womb of Time 
I was referv'd : I was ordain'd to fave 
The royal child, the dear, the precious babe, 
The laft of all my Kings. Full twenty years 
I've hid him from the world, and from himfelf. 
And now I fwear — kneel we together here. 
While in this dreadful paufc our fouls renew 
Their folemn purpofe. Thou all-gracious Being, 
Whofe tutelary care hath watch'd the fate 
Of China's Orphan, who haft taught his fteps 
The paths of fafety, ftill invclop hini 

In 
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In fev'n-fbld night, till your own hour is come. 
Till your flow juftice fee the dnead occafion 
To'rouze his foul, and bid him walk at)road . 
Vicegerent of your pow'r ; and if thy ferVant, 
Or this his foft aflbciate e'er defeat, 
By any word or deed, the great defign. 
Then ftrait may all your horrible difpleafurc 
Be launch'd upon us from your red right amii 
And in one ruin dafli us both together. 
The blafted monuments of wrath. 

Mandane, 

That here, 

Mandane vows ne'er to hetrxf hi| caufe. 

Be it enrolled in the records of Hcav'n, 

[Bcthrije. 

Zamti* 

And now my heart more lightly beats ; methink^ 
"With ftrength redoubled I can meet the Ihock 
Of adverfefate, 

Mandake, 

And lo ! the trial comes, 
Etan, why fudden thu^-- 

Enter Etan, 

Etan, 

My honoured father. 

And you, my helplefs mother, ah ! where nowg, 
lUuftrious wretched pair, where will you fly ? 
Where fliall your miferies now find a flicker ? 

Zamti. 

In Virtue : I and this dear faithful woman. 
We aQc no more, 

C 2 Man- 
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Mandane« 

Oh! fay— what new event 
Brings on the work of Fate ? 

Zamti. 

Say, dpes the Tartar 

Return unglutted yet with blood i 

Etak. 

He does ; 

Ev'n now his triumph moves within our gfttes 

In dread Barbaric pomp : the iron (warms 

Of Hyperborean's troop along the ftreets 

Reeking from flaughter; while from gazing crowds 

Of their dire countrymen an uproar wild 

Of joy ferocious through th* aftonifh'd air 

Howls like a Northern tempeft. O'er the ranks 

Proud in fujperior eminence of guilt 

The tyrant rides fublime ; behind his car 

The refufeof hisfword, a captive train 

Difplay their honeft fears, and gnalh their teeth 

With rage and deiperatJon. 

Mandakte. 
Cruel Fate! ^ 

Etak. 

With thefe a youth, diftinguilh'd from the reft. 
Proceeds in fuUen march : heroic fire 
Glows in his cheek, and from his ardent eye 
Beams amiable horror. 

MANDANEr 

What of this youth ? — 

Zamtk 
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Zamti. 
Be not alarmed, Mandanc : — what of him ? 

Etan, 

On him all eyes are fixed with eager gaze. 

As if their fpirits ftruggling to come forth 

Would ftrain each vifual nerve; while thro' the crotwi 

A bufy murmur ran ; " If Fame fay right, 

*' Beneath that habit lurks ^ Prince, the laft 

'r Of China's race/*—- -The murmur fpreads abroad 

From man to man, and all with one acclaim 

Pronounce their vengeance on him. 

Manpani, 

Why on him ? 

Why on that youth ? 

Zamti. (afide} 
Te groundlefs terrors hence.— 



Etan. 

iis hero 
Oh ! fliould he be the Prince- 



And yet, my father, this heroic youth^ 
a he be * 



Zamti, 

Forbear, young man. 

Nor yield to vain furmife : withdraw thee hence 

To the religious grove, where oft I walk 

In pcnfive lolitude : I there will meet thee. 

\Exit Etak. 
Heav'ns ! how each blackening hour in deeper horror 
Comes charg'd with woe ! — 



Mandane. 
Can Hamet be their prisoner ? 



Thofc 
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Thofc cjrcs upturned to Heav'n, alas ! in vain I 
Declare your inward conflift* 

Zamti. 

Lov'd Mandanc ! 

Heed not the workings of a fickly fancy. 
Wrought on by eVry popular report : 
Thou knowft with Morat I convey'd our fon 
Far as the Eaftern point of Corea's realm ; 
There, where no human trace is feen j no found 
Aflails the ear, fave when the foaming furge 
Breaks on the Ihelving beach, that there your boy . 
Might mock their bufy fearch, while here the prince 
Trained as your own, eludes fufpicion's eye, ' 
What woulft thou, Etan ? 

Enter Etan, 

Etant. 

Eagerly without, 

A rev'rend ftranger craves accefs to Zamti, 

Zamti. 

Give him admittance. My Mandane, leave mei 
Retire my love awhile ; FU come anon. 
And fortify thy foul with firm refolve. 
Becoming Zamti's wife, 

Mandane. 
Yes, Zamti's wife 

Shall never aft unworthy of her Lord. 
Then hence I'll go, and fatisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive raifes in my heart. 
Quick panting with its fears. And oh ! ye Pow'rs ? 
Prote<?l my King, my Hufband, aad my Son. 

\ExiL 

Zamti. 
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Zamti. (alone) 

My fpirits rujfh tumultuous to my heart. 
"What may this mean ? •• 

Enter Morat. 

MORAT. 

Zamti ! — 

Zamti. 

Ha ! — through the veil 

Of age, — that mien, thofe features — Morat ! 

MoRAT. 

Yes; ' 

Let mc once more embrace thee— - 

Zamti. 

Good old man ! 

But wherefore art thou here ? What of my boy ? 

MiRVAN. 

Ah ! what indeed ? — Ev'n from the ocean's margin, 
Parch'd with the fun, and chill'd with midnight damps. 
O'er hills and rocks, and dreary continents 
In vain I followed. 

Zamti. 
Why didft let him forth ? 

Morat. 

Think not thy Morat urgM him to the deed. 
His valour was the caufe, and foon as Fame 
Proclaimed the Prince alive, the mighty din 
Of preparation through all Corea's realm 
Alami'd his breaft i indignant of controul 

He 
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He burft his covert ; and now, haplefs youth I 
Alas ! ev*n now he drags the conquerors chains 

Zamti. 

Mandane then may ftill embrace her fon. 

My boy furvives> and ftill may live in freedom* 

MORAT. 

Alas ! the meafure of your woes is full. 
Unconfcious of our frauds, the tyrant thinks 
The Prince his pris'ner. 

Zhutu 
Ah ! what fay'ft thou, Morat ? 

MoRAT. 

Wild through the ftreets the foe calls out on Zamti* 
Thee they pronounce the author of the fraud. 
And on your Hamet threaten inftant vengeance. ! 

ZAMTf* 

There was but this, — but this laft ftab to Nature^ 
And here it pierces.— Was it not enough 
To tear my child from his fond mother's arms, 
Doomed for his Prince to wander o'er the world ? 
Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond foolilh eyes 
Stop your unbidden gulh — I will not yield i 
Oh I what a facrifice muft now be made ? 

MoRat. 
But when the truth is known— 

Zamt!. 
Too cruel tafk. 
To conquer Nature while the heart-ftririgs break. 

Morat 
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MORAT. 

Why heave thofe fighs ? and why that burft of grief ? 

Zamti. 

My fon— his guiltlcfs blood — I cannot fpeak — 

MoRAT. 

Ha ! wilt thou flied his blood ? 

Zamti* 
Thou wretched father ! — 

MoRAT. 

Oh ! had you known the virtues of your fon. 
His truths his courage^ his enlighten'd mind— « 

Zamtx. 

I prithee urge no more — Here Nature's voice 
Speaks in fuch pleadings, fuch reproaches, Moratj 
Here ijn my very heart,—- ogives woundings here^ 
Thou canit not know, and only parents fecL 

MoRAT* 

And wilt thou, cruel in thy tears— 

Zamtx. 

Forbear, 

In pity to a father---Oh ! forbear- 
Think of Zanjphiri 1-— 

MoRat. 
Ah ! how fares the Prince i 



Zamti. 
He farcsj mf Morat^ like a god •» «Uth| 



l/fl. 
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Unknowing his celeftial origin ; 
Yet quick, intenfe, arid burning into aftion ; 
!His great heart laboring with he knows not what 
Prodigious deeds; deeds, which ere long, fhall rouzc, 
Aftonifti, and alarm the world. 

MORAT. 

What mean 

Thofe myftic founds ? 

Zamti. 

Revenge, conqueft, and freedom ! 
The midnight hour fhall call a chofen band 
Of hidden patriots forthj who, when the foe 
, Sinks down in drunken revelry, Ihall pour 
The gathered rage of twenty years upon him. 
And at one blow redeem the Eaftem world. 

MoRAT. 

By.Hcav'n, the glorious news — 

Zamti. 

And canft thou think 
To fave one vulgar life, that Zamti now 
Will mar the vaft defign ? — no, let him bleed. 
Let my boy bleed — In fuch a caufe as ours, 
I can refign my fon, with tears of joy 
Refign him, and one complicated pang 
Shall wrench him from my heart. 

• [Warlike mufic is beard. 
The conqueror comes ? — 

This is no hour for parlying — Morat, hence. 
And leave me to my fix'd refolve. 

Morat. 
Yet think. 
Think of fojtie mew5 to feve yqur Ion-*- 

Zam- 
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Zamti. 

No more ; 

It cannot be : the foul of Timurkan : 
Is bold and ftirring : when occafion calls. 
He fprings aloft like an expanding fire. 
And nmarks his way with ruin. — Should I try- 
By any virtuous fraud to fave my fon. 
The tyrant claims Zamphiri ; fince he knows 
The Prince furvives, the thought will make him daring 
Beyond his former crimes ; for joy and riot. 
Which this day's triumph brings, remorfeiefs rage 
And maflacre fucceed ; and all our hopes 
Are blafted for an unimportant boy. 

l^A^Jtck beard again. 

MORAT. 

That nearer found proclaims his dread approach. 
Yet once more, Zamti, think-— 

Zamti. 

Farewell! FUfend 

Thofe Ihall conduft thee where Orafming lives : 

There dwell unfeen of all. But, Morat, firtt 

Seek my Mandane. — How fhall I fupport 

Her ftrong impetuofity of grief. 

When fhe fhall know my fatal purpofe ? Thou 

Prepare her tender fpirit : foothe her mind. 

And fave, oh ! fave me from the dreadful conflift. 



End of the FIRST ACT. 



D 2 ACT 
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ACT the SECOND- 



Enter Mandans mJ Morat. 

Manpane. 

OH ! tcH mc, Morat, tell me of my fon. 
Is he returned ? Docs he rcvifit thus 
His native clime ? And does the Tartar deem him 
Of royal race defccnded ? Whence on him 
Could that fuipicion glance ? 

Morat. 

This very morn 

Ere yet the battle join'd, a faithful mcffengcr. 
Who through the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pafs'd the Tartar's camp. 
Brought me advices from the Corcan chief 5 
That foon as Hamet reach'd the tented field. 
His ftory he explain'd ; the gallant leader 
With open arms received himi knew him for your fon, 
Train'd him to arms, and granted his requeft 
To join the martial train. 

Mandane. 

Oh ! love of glory, 

Thou fatal foe to a fond mother's peace ! 
Source of heroic deeds ! how bright thy flame 
Shines in my boy ! — 

Morat. 

Pleafed with his youthful ardour 

The cautious chief-tain knew the fon of Zamti, 

In fecret knew him, nor revcal'd he aught 

That 



^* 



•'^^*-. 
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I^That touched his birth j but ftill the bufy voice 
^)f Fame, increafmg as flic goes, thro* all the ranks 
I Babbled abroad each circumftance ; from thee 
How he was privately convey'd ; fent forth 
A tender iirfant to be reared in folitude, 
A ftrangef to himfelf. The foldier faw 
With what a graceful port he mov'd in arms. 
An early hero ! — deem'd him far above 
The common lot of life ; deem'd him Zamphiri, 
And all with loyalty, with love beheld him. 



;i 



Mandane. 
! I muft fee him ; midft the tyrants* ranks 



I^ feek my fon ; from all hi» father's virtues 
He could not derogate ; his bofom fraught 
With gen'rous inflinft, with each fine incentive 
That prompts the manly deed, he could not loiter 
His days inglorious. Yes I will behold him. 
See him with indignation clank his chains, 
Terhaps provoke his fate, and in that moment 
His mother fliall prptedl him ; in thefe arms 
Infold him clofe, and flieltcr him from Death, 

MORAT. 

Yet think, Mandane, — with a mother's fondnefs 
If you too raftily thus proclaim your fon. 
Who fliall proteft the Prince ? Zamphiri then 
By thee is mark'd the viftim that muft bleed. 

^ Mandane. 

My fon fliall live : — to favc Zamphiri's life 

Is it of courfe that I muft yield my child ? 

Thou didft not mean it : give my fon a victim ! 

Thou art a ftranger to a mother's love ; 

Know'ft not. how Zamti doats upon his bey. 

His heart will ne'er confeat — cpme, let us feek him ; 

He will inftruft thee how a fat)ier feels. 
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MORAT. 

Yet ftay, Mandanc — hark ! — the Tartar comes—- 

[Warlike mufick is heari^ 
I dread the wildnefs of thofe glowing paffions. 
That violence of virtue : ftron^ afFeftion 
Has touch'd her foul, and will not know reftraint. 

{Exit. 

^wo large folding doors iri the back Jcene are thrown 
of en by the Tartars; Timurkan enters^ with his 
Train. 

Timurkan. 

Hail to this regal dome, this gorgeous palace ! 
Where this inventive race have lavifh'd all 
Their elegance— ye gay apartments hail ! 
Beneath your ftoried roof, whei*e mimic life 
Glows to the eye, and at the painter's touch 
A new creation lives along the walls. 
Once more receive a conqueror, arriv'd 
From rougher fcencs, where ftern rebellion dar'd 
Draw forth his phalanx, til] this warlike arm 
Hurl'd defolation on his falling ranks. 
And now the monfter in yon field of death 
Lies overvvhelm'd in ruin. 

OCTAR. 

From this day 

Beneath the viftor's feet the Eaftcrn i^orld 

Lies bound in adamantine chains. 

Timurkan. 

Henceforth 

Shall Timurkan difplay his conqu'ring banners 
From Oriental climes to where the Tanais 
Devolves his icy tribute to the fca. 

Octar. 
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OCTAR/ 

But firft this captive Prince — 

TiMURKAN. 

Yes, Oftar, firft 

Zaphimri gluts my rage — bring him before us— ^r 
For Zamti, — he, that falfe, infidious flave. 
Shall dearly pay the forfeit of his crimes. 

OCTAR. 

His guiit 'twere bcft to pardon : vers'd in wiles 
of fly hypocrify, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude : 'twould feem. 
Should we inflift the death his frauds deferve. 
As if we meant deftruftion to their faith ; 
And when the minds of a whole people burn 
For their religious rites, ^ the fury kindles 
With rage more dreadful, as the fource is holy. 

Tjmurkant. 

Thy policy is juft : henceforth my art. 
To make this ftubborn race receive the yoke. 
Shall be by yielding to their fofter manners. 
Their vefture, laws, and cuftoms ; thus to blend. 
And make the whole one undiftinguifh'd people. 
Lo ! where the boy comes forth ! What fuUen paiTions 
Swell in his breaft in vain ! — 

Enter Hamet in chains. 

TiMURKAN. 

Thou art the youth, • 

Who flelh'd your fword in many a flaughter'd Tartar, 

And this day mov/'d our battle down. 

Hamst. 



24 The ORPHAN of CHINA* 

Hamet. 
I aim 

TlMURRAN. 

Too well I mark'd thy fteps, and faw thee open 
A waftefuU paflage thro' th* embattled plain. 

Hamet. 

Then be thou witncfs for me/ in that hour 
I never fhunn'd your thickeft war ; and if 
In yonder field, where my poor countrymen 
In mangled heaps lie many a rood extended. 
Kind Fate had doom'd me to a noble fall. 
With this right arm I earn'd it^ 

TiMURKAN. 

Say, what motive 

Unlheath'd thy rebel blade, and bade thee fcek 

Thefc wars ? 

Hamet. 

The love of horiourable deeds. 

The groans of bleeding China, and the hate 

Of tyrants. 

TiMURKAN. 

Ha ! — take heed rafti youth — I fee 
This leflbn has been taught thee. Oftar, hafte, 
Summon the Mandarine. Now, tremble flavc i 
Thy motive to thefe wars is fully knpwn. 
Thou art Zaphimri. 

Hamet. 
I Zaphimri ! 

TXMUR- 
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TiMURKAK. 

Yesi 

Thou art Zaphimri! Thou! whom treacherous guile 
Stole from my rage, and fent to diftant wilds. 
Till years and horrid counfel Ihould mature thee 
For war and wild commotion* 

HameT. 

I the Prince ! * ^ 

The laft of China^s race ! nay, mock not majefty, 
Nor with the borrowed robes of facred Kings 
Drefs up a wretch like me. Were I Zaphimri, 
Thinkft thou thy trembling eye could bear the Ihock 
Of a much ihjur'd King ? couldft thou fuftain it ? 
Say, couldft thou bear to view a Royal Orphan, 
Whofe father, mother, brothers, fitters, all. 
Thy murd'rous arm hath long fince laid in duft ? 
Whofe native crown on thy ignoble brow 
Thou dar'ft difhonour ? Whofe wide wafted country 
Thy defolating fword hath made a wildernefs ? 

TiMURKAM* 

Thou haft been tutor'd in thy lone retreat 
By fome fententious pedant j foon. thefe vain, 
Thefe turgid maxims (hall be all fubdued 
By thy approaching death. 

Hamet. 

Let death come on ; 

Guilt, guilt alone, Ihrinks back appall'd; the brave. 

And honeft ftill defy his dart ; the wife 

Calmly can eye his trown, and mifery 

Invokes his friendly aid to end her woes. 

E TiMUR- 
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Ti*fuAltAk. 

Thy woes, prefumptuous boy, with all my fear* 
#all fodn Ii« buried. 

Enttr Zamti, and Octar. 

TiMURKAN. 

Pious falfe one fay, 

iFor well thou know'ft, wha is that ftuoborn youth ? 

ZAMtr. 

His air, his features, and his honeft mien 
Proclaim all fair within \ but, mighty Sir, 
I know him not. 

TiMURKAN. 

Refleft, old man, hor daret 
'As thou doft dread my pow>, to praftife guile 
Beneath a ma(k of facerdotal perfidy. 
Prieftcraft I think, calls it a pious fraud. 

Zamti. 

Prieftcraft and facerdotal perfidy 

To me are yet unknown : religion's garb 

Here never ferves to confecrate a crime; 

We have not yet, thank Heav'n, fo far imbib'd 

The vices of the North. 

Timurican. 
Thou vile impoftor ! 

Know that the Haves, whom this day faw impal'd. 
Have own'd the horrid truth; haveown'd they fought 
To feat Zaphimri on the throne of China. 
Thou ftripling, mark my words : dar'ft thou be honeft. 
And Ahfwer who thou art ? 

Hamet. 






Dare I be honcftf 

I dare : a mind grown up in native honour 
Dares not be otherwife;* If then thyTtroops 
Aflc {vom. tb^ lightning of wlipfe bM4? ;hey fl^d^ 
Tell 'em 'twas Hamct's. 

Tis; it is my fon — 

My boy — my Hamet I (Aftde.) ' ' 

TlMUJlKAN. 

Where w^3 thy abpck ? 

Far hence remote, in Corca's happy realm ; 
Where the firft beams of day with Orient blulhcs 
T|i3gc the fait wsfcv^ : there, ofl tjie fe* h?a; fliorc. 
A'cavern'd rock yielded a lone retreat 
To virtuous Morat. 

Zamti. 

Oh ! ill fated youth 1 {Afide.J 

HaM5T, 

The piou$ hemiit in that mofs-grown dwelling 
Found an afylum from heart piercing woes. 
From flavery, and that, reftleft din of arms. 
With which thy fell ambition fliook the world ; 
There too the fage nurtur'd my gneeo^r.y^^i^^ 
With him and contemplation have I walk'd 
The paths of wifdomj whai tha -great Confuciua 
Of moral beauty taught ; whatever the wife. 
Still wooing knowledge in her fecret haunts, 
Difclo^'d of nature to the fons of men 

E 2 My 
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My wond'ring mind has heard ; but above all 
The hermit taught me the moft ufefiil fcience. 
The noble fcience to be brave and good. 

ZAMTIt 

Hear him immortal powers ! — His ev'ry word 
Pierces my heart. (Afide) 

TiMURKAN. 

Who faid he was yqur father ? 

Hamet. 

My births the pious fage, I know not why, 
Still wrapp'd in^ence ; and when urg'd to fpeak, 
He only anfwer'd that a tirqe might come. 
When Hamet Ihould not blufh to know his father, 

TiMURKAN. 

Now then declare, haft thou ne*er heard of Zamti? 

Hamet. 

Of Zamti ? oft enraptured with his name. 
My heart has glowed within me, a3 I heard 
The praifes of that venerable man. 

TiMURKAN. (T^o Zamti.) 
Thou flave ! Each circumftance arraigns thy guilt. 

Hamet. 

Can that be Zamti ? 



TiMURKAN, 

Lo ! — Behold the traitor ! 



Hamet^ 
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Hamet. 

Oh ! let me thus adore that rev'rend form, 
Thu3 on my knees adore. 

TiMURKAN. 

Pernicious flavc! 

Confufion has o'erta'en thy fubtle frauds. 
Thy guilt is manifeft. Now own your King, 
Or to make vengeance fure, through all the Eaft 
Each youth (hall die, and carnage thin mankind. 
Till in the general wreck your boafted Orphan 
Shall undiftinguilh'd fall. When treafon lurks 
Each moment's big with danger. Oftar, thou 
Attend my words, and fee our will^bey'd, 

lT4lh apart wUk Offar, 

Zamti. 

Now virtuous cruelty reprefs my tears. 

Ceafeyour fond, conflift Nature ! — hearmc, Tartar-— 

That youth — his air — his look unmans me quite.— 

TiMURKAN. 

This moment, vile diffembler, fpcak.— • 

Zamti. 

That youth — 

IVe dealt by him, as ev'ry King would wifli,-r- 

Iii a like cafe his faithful fubjefts would, 

TiMURKAN;, 

Do'ft thou avow it ? triumph, Timurkan, 
And in Zaphimri's grave he hufh'd my fcrars. 
Octar, this moment lead the viftim forth 
To yonder facred temple: at the tomb. 
Where the long boafted line of China's Kings 

Lies 
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Lies hers'd in death, this very hour ihall fee 
The viftim offer'd to our living Lama, 
For this day's conqueft. Thence a golden train 
Of radiant years ihall mark my future fway. 

Zamti. 
Flow, flow my tears, and cafe my burfting heart. 

Hamet. 

Nay, do not weep for mc thou good old man. 
If it will cloie the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like nie muft yield his life, 
I give it freely. — If I mm a King, 
Though fure it cannot be, what greater blefling 
Can a young Prince enjoy, than to difFufe 
By one great a6t that happinefs on millions. 
For which his life fhould be a round of care ? 
Come lead me to my fate. 

[Exif wiib Oaar, iSc. 

Zamti. (alone) 

Mandane's air. 

His mother's dear refemblance rives my foul. 

Yet let him die : yes, Tartar, wreak thy fury 

Upon a helplefs, an inglorious boy. 

If from his death this groaning empire ri(^ 

Once more itfelf, refplendenrt, rich in arta 

That humanize the world, he pays a debt 

Pue to his King, his Country, and his God, 

Enter Etan. 

Etan. 



May I approach my father ? — Even now 
I met th^ captive youthi the general voice 



With 
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With one confent proclaim him China's Orphan, 
And you. Sir, you have own'd th* important truth. 

Zamti. 

Come nearer Etan : thou perceiv'ft the toilai 
That now incircle me. 

Etan. 

But wherefore. Sir, 

Why thus acknowledge him? Why own the Prince, 

And yield him thus to death ? 

Zamti. 

Dream not young man 
To ftand fecure, yet blooming into life. 
While dangers hover round your father's head. 
The flock once fallen, each Scyon muft decay. 

Etan. 

Then let me perifh : witnefs for me Heav'n, 
Could Etan's fall appeafe the tyrant's wrath, 
A willing viftim he would yield his life; 
And afk no greater boon of Heav'n. 

Zamti. 

This zeal 

So fervid in a ftranger's caufe — 

Etak. 

A ftranger! 

My King a ftranger ! Sir, you never meant it. 
Perhaps you would explore the fiery feeds 
Of Etan's temper, ever prompt to blaze 
At honour's facred name. Perifh the man. 
Who, when his country calls, him to defend 
The rights of' human kind, or bravely die. 

Who 
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Who then to glory dead can llirink aghaft^ 
And hold a council with his abjed fears. 

Zamt!. 

Thefe tow'rings of the foul alas ! arc vain*, 
I know the Tartar well — we muft refign*— 

Etan. 

Oh ! Sir, at your command each honeft hand 
Will grafp a fword, and midfl: incircling gu^ds 
Reach the ufurper's heart j — or fhould we fail. 
Should overwhelming bands obftruct the deed. 
We'll greatly dare to die i---better to die 
With falling liberty, than bafely lead 
An ignominious life ; Zaphimri loft, 
Ne'er fhall fair order dawn, but thro' the land 
Slav'ry fhall clank her chains, and violation 
Rapine and murder riot at the will 
Of lutt and lawlefs pow'r. 

Zamtx. 

Thou, brave young man. 
Come to this fond embrace — To eafe at once 
Thy generous fears, — The Prince Zaphimri's fafe. 
Safe in my guardian care. 

Etan. 
This pris'ner. Sir, 
He is not then the Prince ? 

Zamti. 
Obfcure by birth. 
He is no public lofs. 

Etan- 
And yet his youth. 
And his untimely fate plead ftrongly for him* 

And 
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And then methinks — perhaps 'tis fancy's error, 
IMethinks he bears a femblance of Mandane, 

Zamti. 
His words transfix my heart. (4fide) 

Etan. 

And where mean time, 
"Where is the royal heir ? If right I judge,' 
He will not tamely fee a blamelefs youth 
A vidtim in his caufe. 

Zamti. 

Seek not too foon 

To know the Prince : now I'll difclofe the work, 

The work of vengeance, which my lab'ring foul 

Has long been fafhioning.— This very hour. 

Stupendous ruin hovers o'er the heads 

Of this accurfed race. 

Etan. 
Huin ! 

Zamti. 

Til tell thee.™ 

When Timurkan led forth his favage bands. 

Unpeopling this great city, I then feiz'd 

The hour to tamper with a chofen few. 

Who have refolv'd, when the barbarians lie 

Buried in fleep and wine, and hotly dream 

Their havoc o'er again, then, then, my fon. 

In one colledled blow to burft upon 'em. 

Like their own northern clouds, whofe midnight 

horror 
Impending o'er the world, at length breaks forth 
In the vaunt light'ning's blaze,*in ftorms and thunder. 
Thro' all the redning air, till frighted Nature 

F Start 
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Start from her couch, ^nd waken 19 ^ fcene 
Of uproar and deftru£tion. 

Etan. 

Oh! my father. 

The glorious enterprise — 

Zamti« 

Mark me, young man. 

Seek thou my friends Orafming and Ziaivcnti. 

In the dim holy cloyfter of yon temple 

Thou'lt find them mufing ; bid them ne'er abate. 

Their high, heroic ardour j let them know 

Whatever fhall fall on this old moyldring clay. 

The tyrant never fliaJl fubdy^ iiiy mind> 

MaI^dane, «;//&». 

Oh ! let me fly, and find the barbarous man. 
Where, where is Zamti ? 

Z.A^TI. 

Ha ! — Mandanc's voice ! — 

Go leave me, Etan, and obferve my orders. 

[Exit Etan. 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alive 
In ev'ry heartftrin^, the forlorn one ^omeis 
To claim her boy. 

Entp^ Mandane^ 

Mandane, 

And can it then be true ? 

h human nature exil'd from thy breafl ? 

Art thou indeed fo barb'rous ? 

' Zamti, 
Loy'd Mandane, 

Fix 
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Fix not your fcorpions here---a bearded fliaft 
Already drinks my Ipirits up. 

MaKdake. 
Tve feen 
Thy trufty Mofat — I have heard it all.— 

Zamti. 
I cannot fpeak to thee— »- 

Mandane. 

Think'ft thou thofe tears, 

Thofe falfe, thofe cruel tears will choak the voice 

Of a fond mother's love now ftung %o madnefs ? 

Oh ! I will rend the air with lamentations. 

Root up this hair, and beat this throbbing breafti 

Turn all connubial joys to bitternefs. 

To fell defpair, to anguilh and remorfe, 

Unlefs my fon — ' 

Zamti. 

Thou ever faithfuU woman, 
Oh ! leave me to my woes ? 

Mandane. 

Give me my child, 

Thou worfe than Tartar, give me back my fon. 
Oh ! give him to a mother's eager arms. 
And let me ftrain him to my heart. 

Zamti. 

Heav'n knows 

How dear my boy is here :— But our firft duty 
Now claims obfervance : to our country's love 
All other tender fondneffes muft yield. 
I was a fubjcd, ere I was a father. 

F % Man- 
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Mandane. 

You were a favage bred in Scythian wilds. 

And humanizing pity never reach'd 

Your heart — Was it for this, Oh ! thou unkind one 1 

Was it for this, — Oh ! thou inhuman father ! 

For this you wooed me to your nuptial bed ? 

For this I clafp'd thee in thefe circling arms. 

And made this breaft your pillow ? Cruel fay. 

Arc thefe your vows? are thefe your fond endearments ? 

N^y, look upon me ; if this wafted form, 

Thefe faded eyes have turn'd your heart againft me^ 

With grief for you I withered in my bloom. 

Zamti, 
Why thus transfix my heart ? 

Mandane. 

Alas, my fon. 

Did I then fold thee in thefe matron arms, 

To fee thee bleed ? Thus doft thou then return ? 

This could your mother hope, when firft flie fent 

Her infant exile to a diftant clime ? 

Ah ! could I think thy early love of fame 

Would urge thee to this peril ? Thus to fall 

By a ftern father's will ? By thee to die j 

From thee inhuman to receive his doom ! 

Murder'd by thee !— -yet hear me, Zamti, hear me 5 

Thus on my knees— I threaten now no more — 

'Tis Nature's voice that pleads ; Nature alarm'd. 

Quick, trembling, wild, touch'd to her inmoft feeling. 

When force would tear her tender young ones from her* 

Zanti. 

Oh ! feek not with enfeebling fond ideas 
To fwell the flood of grief?— -it is in vain-— 
He muft fubmit to fate.— ' 

Man- 
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Mandane. (Riftng) 

Barbarian, no ; 

He fliall not die ; rather — I prithee, Zannti, 
Urge not a grief-diftrafted woman j tremble 
At the wild fury of a mother's love. 

Zanti. 

I tremble rather at a breach of oaths. 
But thou break thine ; bathe your perfidious hands 
In this life-blood ; betray the righteous caufe 
Of all our facred Kings. 

Mandane. 

Our facred Kings ! 

"What are the fcepter'd rulers of the world ? 
Form'd of one common clay are they not all, 
-Doom'd with each fubjeft, with the meaneft flavc. 
To drink the cup of human woe ? alike 
All leveird by affliftion ? — Sacred Kings ! 
Tis human policy fets up their claim j 
Mine is a mother caufe ; yes, mine the caufe 
Of hufband, wife, and child, thofe firft of ties, 
Superior to your right divine of Kings. 

Zanti. 

Then go, Mandane, thou once faithful! woman, 

Dear to this heart in vain ! Forget at once 

Thofe virtuous leffons, which I oft have taught thee. 

In fond credulity, while on each word 

You hung enamour'd ;— go, — to Timurkan 

Reveal the awfull truth ; be thpu fpeftatrefs 

Of murder'd Majefly ;— .embrace your fon. 

And let him lead in fhame and fervitude 

A life ignobly bought. — Then let thofe eyc3, 

Thofe faded eyes, which grief for me hath dimm'd. 

With guilty joy reanimate their luflre. 

To 
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To brighten flavery, and beam theif fire* 
On the fell Scythian murdefer. 

Mandane. 

And IS it thusy 

Thus is Mandaiie known ? Gome, lead me hence^ 
Where I may lay down life to fave my King, 
But fave my Hamet too, then, then you'll find 
A heart beats here as warm and great as thiile* 

Zamti. 

Then make with me one ever-glorious effort. 
And rank with thofe, who from the firft of time 
In fame's eternal archives ftand rever'd. 
For conquering all the deareft ties of nature. 
To fervc the gcn'ral weal. 

Mandane. 

Thkt favage virtue 

Lofes with me its horrid charms — IVe fworn 

To fave my King, but fhould a mother turn 

A dire affaffin ? — Madnefs at the thought 

Shoots through my brain™ and look ! they fcize my 

child'. 
They lead him forth ; they fix him on the rack ; 
His father — fee — forbear — his father ftrikes — 
Hold, Zamti, hold i — ah! fee — he dies; he dies. 

[She faints into his arms. 

Zamti. 

She faints; ihe faints; th' impetuous florm ofpaffion 
Shakes her wealc frame — 

[Enter an attendajit. 
Qjnickly, Arface, help. 

Support her; lend your aid— foft ! wand'ring life 
Rekindles in her cheek-— conduft her hence — 

Propitious 



f 
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Propitious Heav'n> behold a father's fuflTrings s 
Support our frailty ; kindle in our fouls 
A ray of your divine enthufiafm. 
Such as inflames the patriot's hreaft> and lifts 
Th' impaffion'd mind to that fublim^ of virtue. 
That even on the i^ack it feels the good^ 
Which in a (ingle hour it works for millionSj 
And leaves the leg^ %q times unborn. 



End of the SECOND ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT the T H I R t). 

Scene a Temple: A "Tomb in the Middle. 

Enter Morat. 

THIS is the place; thefe the long-winding illes. 
The folennn arches, whofe religious awe 
Attunes the mind to melancholy muling, 
Such as befits freemen reduced to bondage. 
Here Zamti meets his friends ; amid thefe tombs. 
Where lie the facred manes of our Kings, 
They pour their orifons ; hold converfe here 
With the illuftrious Ihades of murder'd heroes. 
And meditate a great revenge — a groan 1— 
The burft of anguilh from fome care-worn wretch, 
That forrows o'er his country — ha ! — 'tis Zamti. 

[Zamti enters j from the tomb. 

t Zamti. 

Who's he that feeks thefe manfions of the dead ? 

MORAT. 

The friend of Zamti and of China. 

Zamti. 
Morat ! 

Come to my arms, thou brave, thou gen'rous man ! 
I have been weeping o'er the facred relicks 
Of a dear murder'd King.— ^Where are our friends? 
Haft feen Orafming? 

Morat. , 

Through thefe vaults of death 

Lonely he wanders, piung'd in deep defpair. 

Zamti. 
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Zamtu 

Haft thou inform^ him? Haft thdtr mg^ ircveaFdf 
Totschimg Zs^&imri ? 

There I ^^ic thy wiH- 

Zamti, 

Oh ! thou art ever faithful : on thy Hp& 
Sits penfive lilence, with her hallow'd finger 
Guarding the pure recefles of the mindi 
But lo ! they come. — 

lEnfer Orasminc> Zimventi, and others^ 

Zautu 

Droop ye my gallant friends? 

Orasmtno. 

Oh ! Zamti, all is loft : our dreams otf liberty 
Are vanifli'd into air. Ev'n Heav'n combined 
With lawlefs might abandons us and virtue. 

ZaMtj. 

Can your great' fouls thus ftirink within ye ? thua 
From heroes will you dwindle into (laves ? 

2lMVENTI. 

Oh ! could you give us back the rbyal OrJ)han ; 
Danger would fmile, and death lofe all' its terror. 

Zamti. 
What ? would his pitefcnce fire you ? 

G Oras- 
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OUASMING. 

Yes, by Heaven ! 

This night ihould free us from the Tartarus yoke. 

Zamti. 

Then mark the care of the all-ruling mind. 
This youthful captive, whom in chains they hold. 
Is not Zaphimri. 

Orasming and Zimventi. 
Not Zaphimri! 

Zamti. 

No: 

Unconfcious of himfelf, and to the world unknown 

He walks at large among us. 

Orasming. 

Heav'nly powers! 

Zamti. 

I .^ \This night, my friends, this very night to rife 
* 'Refulgent from the blpw that frees us all. 
From the ufurper's fate ; the firft of men, ^ 

Deliverer of his country. 

Orasming. 

Mighty Gods! 

Can this be poflible ? ^ 

i 

Zamti. 

It is moft true. 

This very hour Ihall give you China's heir^ 
What ho ! (looking at the tomb) come forth 
Zamti's voice that calls. 
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You fecm transfix'd with wonder; Oh! my friends. 
Watch all the motions of your rifing fpirit, . 

Direft your ardour, when anon you hear 
What rate, long pregnant with the vaft event. 
Is laboring into birth. 

Etan comes out of the Tomb. 

Etan, 
Each ftep I move, 

A deeper horror fits on all the tombs. 
The fhrines look pale around ; each altar fliakes, 
Confcious of fome important crifis. 

Zamti, 
Yes; 

A crifis great indeed is now at hand. 
Heav'n holds it's golden ballance forth, and wei^s 
Zaphimri's and the Tartar's deftiny. 
While hov'ring angels tremble round the .beam. 
Haft thou beheld that pifture ? * 

^ ^ Etan. ^ 

Fix'd attention 

Hath gaz'd on ev'ry part, yf t ftill to me ^ /J/ / / 

t It Ihadows forth the forms of things unknown, yfA^^P^'^ 

All imag'ry pbfcure, and wrapp'd in darknefs, / 

Zamti. 

That darknefs my informing breath fhall clear. 
As morn djfpells the night — lo ! here difplay'4 
This mighty kingdom's fall. — Behold that child. 
That royal infant, the laft facred relique 
Of China's Kings: — fee, where a Mandarine^ 
Conveys the babe to his wife's foft'ring breaft, 
There to be nourifh'd in an humble ftate. 
While their own fon is fent to climes remote. 
That ihould the fell ufurper e'er fufpeft 

G % The 
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fbc Krinoe aliye, ;hc for feb King jrni^t Wecdj 
And moick the nsurd'iier's rag^. 

Etan. 

Amazement thrills 

Through all my frame, and my mind big with wondex 

Feels ev'ry paw'r fufpcjadcd. 

.? 

Zamti. 

Rather fay. 

That jirpng imagination burns within thee. 

Doft ikou liot fed a more than comrnon ardour ? 

Etan. 

By Heav'n, fome impulfe never felt before. 
Some ftrange-inJfpir'a emotion ^ir$ within rne. 
A thoul^nd iipages all rife at piice. 
And o'er-infonri nny foul. Oh I that the hour 
Of fate wpre come. This very night FU flieath^ 
My dagger's point 4eep in thp Tyrant's ^eart. 

Zamti. 

Wilt thou ? 

Etan. 

By ev'ry pow'r, that now beholds me, 
By all the mighty dead that round us lie ; 
By all, who this day groan in chains, I will, 

Zai^ti. 

And wher^ thou do'ft, tell the devoted Tyrant, 
It is the Prince that ftrikes. 

Etan. 

The Prince's wrongs 

Shall ijcry.e my arm, aad urge the blow for freedom 

With tenfold vengeance. 

: Zamt^., 
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Zautu 

Tell the groaning Tartar, 

It is Zaphimri — 'tis the Prince hinifelf. 

Etan, 

What fays my father ? 

Zamti. 

Thou art China's Oiphan ; 

The laft of all our Kings s no longer Etan, 

But now Zaphiniri. 

Zaphimri. 

Orasmino* 

Mjfterious hand 

Ot won4?f -*Qf king ffeay'n! 

Zap{;imri. 

Can this be true ? 

A buAr crowd of cii^cumftances rife ; 

Thjr ffiecju/ept hints obscure; tj^jr pjpys care 

To train my youth to greatnefs ; — lend your aid 

To my aftonifli'd pow'rs, that feebly bear 

This unexpefted fhock of royalty, 

Zamti. 

Thou art, thou art my Soy'rejgn. Oh ! my friends, 
Morat will tell you all ; each circiimftapcis ^ 
Mean time — lo ! there, behold — there is your King. 



MoRAT, Orasming, Z1MVEN.TI, all kneeling. 
Long live the father of the eaftern world 



Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Sole governor of earth ! 

Zaphimri. 

All-ruling pow'rs ! 

Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 
Of bleeding China, are the fame and fate 
Of all pofterity included here 
Within my bofom ? 

Zamti, 

All ; yes all : the fliades 
Of your great anceftors now rife before thee. 
Heroes and demi gods ! aloud they call 
For the fell Tartar's blood. 

Zaphimri. 

Oh ! Zamti, all 

That can alarm the pow'rs of man, now ftirs 

In this expanding breaft. 

Zamti, 

Anon to burft 

With hideous ruin on the foe. My gallant herocs> 

Are our friends ftation'd at their ppfts ? 

Orasming. 

They are. 

Zamti* 
Each gate fecur^d ? 



Orasmino> 

All fafe. 



Zamti, 
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ZAMtrt. 

The fignal fix^d ? 

Orasming. 
It IS ^ will Mirvan join us ? 

Zamti. 
Doubt him not ; 

He pants for vengeance ; — when the aflkult begins^ 
He'll turn his arms upon th* aftonifli'd foe. 
And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 

Zaphimri. 

Now, bloody fpoiler, now thy hour draws nigh. 
And ere the dawn thy guilty reign Ihall end. 

Zamti. 

How my heart burns within me J oh! my friends. 
Call now to mind the fcene of defolation. 
Which Timurkan, in one accurfed hour 
Heaped on this groaning land. — Ev'n now I fee 
The favage bands o'er puiple heaps of flain 
Forcing their rapid way : I fee them urge 
With rage unhallowed to the facred temple. 
Where good Ofmingti with his Queen and children 
Fatigu'd the gods averfe — fee where Orphifa 
Rending the air with agonizing fhrieks 
Tears her disflieveU'd hair; then with a look 
Fix'd on her babes, grief choaks it's paflage up, 
And all the feelings of a mother's breafl; 
. Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathlefs (he faints 
Within her Monarch's arms ; adown his cheek 
In copious ftreams fall flow'd the manly forrow. 
While cluft'ring round his knees his little offspring 
In tears all-eloquent, with arms outftretch'd 
Sue for parental aid, 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

Go on; the tale 

Will fit me for a fcene of horror. 

Z^MTI. 

Oh! my Prince, 

The charge which your great father gave me, ftill 
Sounds in my ear. Ere yet the foe burft in, 
*^ Zanrtti** faid hcJ, " ^ferve my cradled infant, 
** Save him from ruffians jt trains his youth to virfu^^ 
*^ Virtue will rouze him to a great revenge, 
*^ Or failing, virtue will ftill make him happy." 
He could no more ; tJie cruel fpoiler feiz'd him. 
And dragg'd my King^ my ever honour'd King,. 
The' father of his people, bafely dragg'd him 
By his white rev'rend locks from yonder altar, 
Here on the blood ftain'd pavement, while the Queen 
And her dear fondlings, in one niangled heap, 
IXed m each other's arms. 

Zaphfmki, 

Revenge ! revenge I 

Widi more than lyon^s rage Til fpring upon him. 

And at one blow relieve the groaning world. 

Let us this moment carry fword and fire 

To yon devoted walls,^ and whelm him down 

In ruin and dismay. 

Zamti. 
Zaphimri, no; 

By rafhnefs you may mar a noble caufe^ 
To you, my friends, I render up my charge. 
To you I give your King !— farewell, my Sovereign. 

Zaphimrp. 

Zamti, — thou generous man ! — a thoufand foelingt 

Of 
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Of warmeft friendftiip, all the tendencies 
Of heart-felt gratitude are struggling here. 
And fain would fpcak to thee, my more than father* 
Farewell-^-furc we fhall meet again f 

Zamtk 

We ftialL 

Zaphimri* 

Thou befl: of friends, farewell.*-*Orafming, noW 
The nobleft duty calls— let us remember, 
We are the men> whom from all human kind 
Our fate hath now felefted, to ftand forth 
Affertors of the public weal j to drench ouf fwords 
In the oppreflbr's heart ; to do a deed. 
Which Hcav'n intent on its own holy work 
Shall paufe with pleafure to behold. 

[Exit with €O70irat$rs^ 

Zamti (alone) 

May the Moft High 

Pour down his bleflings on him, and anoh 

In the dead wafte of night, when awfuU juftice 

Walks with her crimfon fteel o*er flaughter'd heapg 

Of groaning Tartars, may he then direft 

His youthful footfteps through the paths of peril j 

Oh ! may he guide the horrors of the ftorm. 

An angel of your wrath, to point your vengeance 

On ev'ry guilty head. — There let him flop,— - 

When you have broken the oppreflbr's rod, 

Your reign will then be manifcftj mankind will fee 

That truth and virtue ftill deferve your care. 

[A dead march is heard. 
What mean thofe deathfuU founds ? again ! they lead 
My boy to flaughtor.— Fond, parental feelings ! 
Tear, tear me piece-meal ! ftill you plead in vain. 
Ye Hoft of Heav'n, look down i behold me here 

H Belca- 
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Beleaguered thus with ills : I now muft prove 
Peijur'd to you, — or ceafe to be a father. 
In your own caufe fupport me j lend me ftrength 
To triumph o'er that nature which you gave. 

A dead March : Enter Hamet. 
OcTAR, Guards^ 6?f. 

OCTAR. 

Here let the viftim fall, and with his blood 
Wafli his forefather's tomb. The hated race 
Shall here lie crufhed, and from this glorious asra 
The eaftern world through all her wide domain 
Shall bend fubmiflive to the Scythian yoke, 

Hamet (ftatiding near the ^omb.) 

Where is the tyrant ? I would have him fee. 
With envy fee th' unconquer'd pow'r of virtue j 
How it can calmly bleed, fmile on the rack. 
And with ftrong pinion foar above his pow'r. 
To regions of perennial day. 

OcTAR. 

The conqueror 

Shall mark thee well, when at tomorrow's dawn 
Shall be difplayed, thro' the wide city's round. 
Thy breathlefs corfe, a fpeftacle of horror. 
It now befits thee to prepare for death. 

Hamet. 

I am prepared : I have no luft or rapine. 
No murders to repent of; undifmay'd 
I can behold all judging Heav'n, whofe hand 
Still compafling its wond'rous ends, by means 
Inextricable to all mortal clue^ 

Hath 



A T R A G E D Y. 51 

Hath now inclos'd me in it's awfull maze. 
Since 'tis by your decree, that thus befet, 
Th' inexorable angel hovers o'er me. 
Be your great bidding done. 

OCTAR. 

The fabre's edge 

Thirfts for his blood : difpatch and end his being. 

Enter Mandane. 

Mandane. 

Off, fet me free, — I muft, I will have way. 
Me, me, on me convert your rage i ftrike here. 
Plunge in this bofom your abhorred Heel, 
And fpare his precious life. 

OcTAR. 

Hence quickly bear. 

This wild, this frantic woman — 

Mandane. 

Never; never; 

You fliall not force me hence; here will I cling. 

Fall to the earth, and rivet here my hands 

In all the fury of the laft dtfpair. 

He is my fon; — oh! fpare him, fpare my child. 

OcTAR. 

How woman ! yours ! your fon ! 

Mandane. 

Yes, Oftar, mine ; 

My boy, my Hamet; let me eager love 

Fly all unbounded to him, clafp him thus. 

Thus in his mother's arms — my child ! my child ! 

H 2 OcTAR. 
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Ogtar. 

Sufpend the ftroke, ye minifters of death. 
Till Timurkan hear of this new evem. 

[Exit. 

Mandane. 

Why didft thou dare return ? Oh ! rather why 
Didft thou fo long defer with' ev'ry grace. 
And every growing virtue thus to raife 
Your mother's dear delight to rapture ? 

Hamet* 

Loft 

In the deep mifts of darkling ignorance^ 

To me my birth's unknown. But fure that look^ 

Thofe tears, thofe ihrieks, that animated grief. 

Defying danger, all declare th' efFeft 

Of nature's workings in a parent's heart. 

Then let me pay. my filial duty here, 

Kneel to her native dignity, and pour 

Jn tears of joy the tranfport of a fon. 

Mandane. 

Thou art, thou ao-t my fon; thy father's face^ 

His ev'ry feature blooming in his boy. 

Oh r tell me, tell me all ; how haft thpu liv'd 

With virtuous Morat ? how did he fupport 

In dreary folitude thy tender years ? 

How train thy growing virtue ? quickly tell me. 

Oh I tell me all^ and charm me with thy tongue, 

Hampt, 

Myfterious powers! have I then liv'd to* this. 
Thus on the brink of death to find a parent. 
In Yirtue firm, majcftie in diftrefs, 

'At 
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At length to feel unutterable blifs 
In her dear circling arms ? ' 

Enter Tjmurkan, Gctar, 6?r, 

TiMURKAN. 

Where is this^wild. 

This frantic woman, who with headlong grief 
Sufpends my dread command? tear them afiflnder— ^ 
Send her to fome dark cell to rave and Ihriek, 
And dwell with madnefs^ and let inftant death 
Leave that rafti youth a headlefs trunk before me. 

Mandane. 

Now by the ever burhing lamps, that light 

Our holy fhrines, by great Confucius altar. 

By the prime fource of life, and light, and beings 

This is my child, the bloffom of my joys. 

Send for his cruel father \ he, 'tis he 

Intends a frauds he, for a Granger's life. 

Would gi^e his offspring to the cruel ax. 

And rend a wretched mother's brain with madnefs. 

Enter Z,KWii. 

Zamti. 

Sure the fad accents of Mandane's voice 
Struck on my frighted fcnfe; 

TiMURKAN'. 

Once mpre, thou traitor ! 

Who is that ftubborn youth ? — 

Zamti. 

Alas ! what needs 

This iteration of my griefs ? 

Man- 
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Mandane. 

Forbear; 

Thou marble-hearted father ! — 'tis your fon. 

And ^ouldft thou fee him bleed ? 

Zamti. 

On him, — on him 
Let fall your rage. 

Makdane. 
Oh ! my devoted child ! (Jhe faints) 

Hamet. 

Support her Heav'n, fupport her tender frame* 
Now, tyrant, now I beg to live j lo ! here 
i plead for life ; not for the wretched boon 
To breathe the air, which thy ambition taints. 
But, oh ! to eafe a mother's woes \ for her. 
For that dear objedt, let me live for her. 

TiMURKAN. 

Spite of their frauds, the truth begins to dawn : 
In her wild vehemence of grief, I hear 
The genuine voice of nature. 

Mandane. (recovering) 

Where's my child? 

Oh ! let me ftrain him to my heart ; thy hard. 

Thy cruel father fliall not tear thee from me. 

TiMURKAN. 

Hear me, thou frantic mourner ; dry thofe tears \ 
Perhaps you ftill may fave your darling fon. 

Man- 



A TRAGEDY, 5$ 

Mandane. 
Oh ! quickly give the means, 

TiMURKAN. 

Refign your King, 

Your phantom of a King, and favc your child. 

Hamet, 

No, my much honoured mother, never hear 
The bafe, the dire propofal ; let me rather 
Exhauft my life blood at each gufhing vein ; 
Mandane then, — then you may well rejoice 
To find your child ; then you may truly knew 
The bed delight a mother's heart can prove. 
When her fon dies with glory. 

Timurkan. 

Curies blaft 

The ftripling's pride — (^alks apart with 03ar.) 

Zamti. 

Ye pow^rsj enthron'd above \ 

You never meant entirely to deftroy 

This groaning land, when your benignant care 

Lends us a youth like him. — Let me infold 

That lovely ardor in his father's arms.— ^ 

My brave> my generous boy ! — 

TiMURKAN. 

Doft thou at length 
Confefs it, traitor ? 



Zamti. 
Yes, I boaft it, tyrant \ 



Boaft 
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Boaft it to thee, to earth, and heav'n I boaft. 
This, — this is Zamti's fon. 

Hamet. 

At length the hour. 

The glorious hour is come, by Morat promised, 

" When Hamet ftiall not blufh to know his father.'* 

Zamti. 

Oh! thou intrepid youth, what bright reward 
Can your glad fire beftbw on fuch defert ? 
The righteous gods, and your own inward feelings 
Shall give the fweeteft retritubion. — Now, 
Mandane, now my foul forgives thee all ; 
Since I have made acquaintance with my boy ; 
But oh ! I charge thee by a hufband's right — 

TiMURKAN, 

A hufband's right ! a traitor has no rights ; 
Society difclaims him. Woman hear. 
And mark my words i abjure the Mandarine^ 
Renounce all Hymeneal vows; reveal 
This myftery, and ftill your fon may live. 
While juftice whirls that traitor to his fate. 

Mandane. 

Thou vile advifer ! — v^hat betray my lordy 
My honoured hufband ; turn a Scythian wife ; 
Forget the many years of fond delight. 
In which my heart ne'er knew decreafing love, 
Charm'd with his noble, all-accomplifli'd mind ! 
No, tyrant, no ; with him Til dare to die -, 
With him in ruin more fupremely bled, 
Thah guilt upon a thrpne triumphant. 

Zamti. 
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ZAMTI4 , 

Nowi 

Inhuman Tartar, I defy thy pow'r.--- 

Lo ! here, — the father, mother and the fon ! 

Try all your tortures on us ; — here we ftand, 

Rcfolv'd to leave a traft of bright renown 

To mark oiir being ; refolv'd all to die> 1 

The votaries of honour !--- 

TiMURKAN,. 

Then, by Heav'n ! 

Your doom is fix*d. This moment feize the flaves; 

Deep in fome balefuU dungeon*s midnight gloonH 

Let each apart be plung'd, and Etan too — 

Let him forthwith be found — he too fliall fliare 

His father*s fate, — • 

M1RVAN4 

Be it my taflc, dread Sir, 

To make the rick ingenious in new pains | 

Till even cruelty almoft relent 

At their keen agonizing groanSi 

TiMURKAN* 

Be that, 

Mirvan, thy care. By the immortal Lamai 

rU wreft the fecret from them, or once more 

My rage is up in arms-— 'gaiilft Corta's chief 

I will unfurl my banners j his proud cities 

Shall dread my thunder at their gates, and moiirh 

Their fmoaking ramparts j o'er his verdant plains . 

And pcaccfuU vales I'll drive my rapid carr. 

And ne'er know reft, ne'er fheathe th'avenging fword. 

Till their King fall, and treafon is no more. 

[ExU. 

I OCTARf 
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OCTAR. 

Mirvan, bear hence thofe mifcreants to their fate— 
Thou, Zamti, art my charge. 

Zamti. 
Willing I come* 

My fon thy father dpubts not of thy fortitude, 
Mandane fummon all thy ftrength j the gods. 
Who try thy virtue, may reward it ftill. 

lExii with OcTAR* 

Mandane. 

Hamet ! reftor'd and loft again ! 

[Struggling with the guards. 

Hamet. - 

Alas ! 

No means to refcue thee ! inhuman villains ! 

And will you tear me from her ? 

[He is dragged off 4 

Mandane. 

Ohi my child! — 

Now then, barbarians, you have f^iz'd on all 

My foul holds dear. — What have I now to dfead? 

I gave him beii^; in the hour of peril 

I flew to refcue him ; I could no more.— - 

If he muft fall. Til emulate his virtues ; 

True to the folemn vow I've breathed to Heav'n, 

True to my Sovereign ftill ! — in honour's caufe 

The mother from her fon Ihall learn to die. 

End of the T H I ?L D AC T. 



ACT 
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ACT the FOURTH. 

Scene a Prifon : Hamet lies ftretcbed $n the Ground 
in Chains. 

Enter Zaphimri (in a Tartar drejs) and Mirvak. 

MiRVAN, 

THERE fl:retch*d at length on the dank ground 
he lies. 
Scorning his fate : your meeting muft be jQiort* 

Zaphimri. 
Jtlhall, 

MlRVAfiT. 

And yet I tremble for th' event, 

Zaphimri, 

Mirvan, no more : I will hold converfe with him, 
Tho' death were arm'd againft the interview. 

\E^it Mirvan, 

Hamet, 

What wouldft thou Tartar ? 

Zaphimri. 

Rife, thou generous youth ! 
No vulgar errand mine. 

Hamet. (Rifwg) 

Now fpeak thy purpofe. 

I 2 Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

To thefe lone walls, where oft the Scythian ftabber^ 
With murd'rous ftride hath comci thefe walls that ofc 
Have feen the affaflin's deeds, I bring a mind 
Firm, virtuous, upright. Under this vile garb 
ho ! here a fon of China^— 

Hamet, 

Yes thy garb 

Denotes a fon of China, and thofe eye$ 

Roll with no black intent. — ^Say on,— ^ 

Zaphimri, 

InQam'd 

With admiration of heroic deeds, 

J come to feek acquaintance with the youth^ " 

Who for his King would die. 

Hamet* 

And does thy heart 
Applaud the deed ? 

Zaphimri, 

It does, by Heav'n, it does. 

Yes virtuous envy rifes in my foul. 

Thy ardour charms, and even now I pant 

To change conditions with thee. 

Hamet, 

Then my heart 

Accepts thy proferr'd friendfhip — in a bafe 

A prone, degen'rate age, when foreign force 

And foreign manners have o'erwhelm'd us all. 

And funk our native genius, thou retain'ft 

A feitfc of ancient worth. But wherefore here. 

To 
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To this fad manfion> this abode of forrow 
Com'ft thou to know a wretch that foon muft die ? 

Zaphimri. 

Oh, no ; thou fhall not die. By me the Kiog, 
By me Zaphimri fays. 

Hamet. 
Zaphimri fays ! 
Kind He^v'n ! where is the King ? 

Zaphimiii* 

His fteps are fafe, 

Unfeen as is the arrow's path. By me he fays. 

He knqws, he loves, he wonders at thy virtue. 

By me he Iwears, rather than thou Ihouldft fall. 

He will emerge from dark obfcurity. 

And greatly brave hi$ fate^ 

Hamet. 

Ha! — die for me! 

For ipc, ignoble in the fcale of being. 

An unimportant wretch ! — Whoe'er thou art, 

I prithee, ftranger, bear my anlwer back. 

Oh ! tell my Sovereign, that here dwells a heart 

Above all pain and peril. When I fall, 

A worm, an infedt dies ; but in his life 

Are wrapped the glories of our ancient line. 

The liberties of China: then let him 

Live for his people, be it mine to die. 

Zaphimri. 

Can I hear this, juft gods ! and not diflblve 

In tears of gratitude and love, (Afide) 

Hamet. 

Why ftreams 

That 
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That flood of grief? and why that ftifled groan? 
Thro' the dark mift his forrow cafts around him> 
He feems no common man. Say,, gen'rous youth. 
Who and what art thou ? 

Zaphimr,!. 

Who and what am I ? 

The verrieft wretch that ever groaned in anguifh. 

One loft, abandon'd, plunged in woe 

Beyond redemption's aid— to tell thee all 

In one dire word, big with the laft diftrefs. 

In one accumulated term of horror, 

Zaphimri ! 

HaM£T. 

Hat-— my King! — 

Zaphimri, 

That fataf wretch, 

Exalted into mifery fupreme ! 

Oh ! I was happy, while good Zamti's fon 

I walk'd the common trafts of life, and ftroVQ 

Humbly to copy my imagin'd fire. 

But now— 

Hamet. 

Yes now — if thou art he — as fure 

Tis wond'rous like, — ^rais'd to a ftate, in which 

A nation's happinefs on thee depends. 

Zaphimri, 

A nation's happinefs ! — there— there I bleed — 
There are my pangs — for me this war began ^ 
For me hath purple flaughter drench'd yon plainsj 
I am the caufe of all— I forg'd thofe chains — 
For Zamti and Mandane too ! — by me they fall j 

Them 
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Them have I thrown into a dungeon's gloom— 
Thefe are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign ! 
1 am the tyrant ; I afcend the throne^ 
By bafe ingratitude, by the vile means 
Of felfilh cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains^ 
All loft, all murder'd, that I thus may rife 
Inglorious to a throne. 

Hamet* 
Alas! thy fpirit. 

Thy wild difordcr'd fancy pifture's forth 
Ills that are not, or being ills, not worth 
A moment's paufe. 

Zaphimrt, 

Not ills ! — thou canft not mean it— 
The^ angry fates amidft their hoards of malice 
Had nought but this ; they meant to render me 
Peculiarly diftrefs'd, — Tell me, thou gallant youth, 
A foul like thine knows ev'ry fine emotion, 
Is there a nerve in which the heart of man 
Can prove fuch torture, as when thus it meets 
Unequall'd friendfhip, honour, truth and love. 
And no return can make ? 

Hamet. 

That pow'r will come. 

ZAPHIMRt* 

But when ? — when thou art loft ! 
When Zamti and Mandane are no more ! 
Oh ! for a dagger's point, to plunge it deep, 
Deep in this — ha !— deep in the tyrant's heart* 

Hamet. 
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Hamet. 

There your revenge fliQuld point — alas! my 

Sov'reign, 
Why didft thou venture to this place of danger ? • 

Zaphimri. 

And canft thoii deem me then fo bale of foul. 

To dwell fecure in ignominious fafety y 

With cold infenfibility to wait 

The lingring hours, with coward patience wait them^ 

Deliberating on myfelfl while ruin 

Nods over Zamti's houle? — No — generous youth—- 

rU not think meanly of thee — no — that thought 

Is foreign to thy heart* 

Hamet. 

Withdraw thee hence ; 

Nor lightly hazard thus fo dear a life 5 

Think of thy anceftors, 

Zaphimri* 

My anceftors! 

What is to me a long defcended line^ 

A race of worthies, legiflators, heroes, 

Unlefs I bring their virtues too ? No more i 

This very night I'll burft thofe guilty walls. 

Rend thofe vile mannacles and give thee freedoni* 

Enf^ Mirvan. 

MiRVAN. 

The time forbids delay, whilft thoti art herc^ 
Thy fate's fufpended on each dreadful! momenta 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

e 

i. 

[a ftourijh af trumpets. 



This garb will cloak me from each jealous eye 
^hou needft not fear deteftion. 



HaMET; 

Ha ! i^rhat nicaris 

That fudden and wild harmony ? 

I 

MiRVAN; 

Ev'n now 

The conqii'ror and his fell barbaric rout 

Fdf this day's viftory indulge their joy; 

Zaphimri, 

Joy foon to end in groans ; for all confpires 
To forward our defign : a band of heroes 
Ev'n nbW are t^adyj honourably leagu'd 
To vindicate their rights. ---Thy father's cai'e 
Plann'd and infpir'd the whole. And lo ! the lights 
That whilom blaz'd to Heav'ii, now rarely feen 
Shed a pale glimmer, and the foe fecure 
Sinks down in deep debauch, while all awake 
The genius of the land broods o'er the work 
Of juftice and revengCi 

MiRVAN. 

Thd gkllant chiefs 

At their appointed ftation are conveil'd ; 

In filent terror all intent they ftand, 

And wait the fignal in each gale that bldws* 

liAMET. 

Dream on, deluded Tartar, yes dream onj 

K Still 
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Still unfufpefting plunge in guilty joy. 
And bury thee in riot. 

Zaphimri. 

Ne*er Again * 

To wake from that vile trance ; for ere the dawn, 
Detefted fpoiler, thy hot blood fhall fmoke 
On the ftain'd marble, and thy limbs abhorred 
I'll fcatter to the dogs of China. 

MiRVAN. 

Ha! 

Break ofFyour conference : — Oftar this way comes—-' 
Beware, my Prince: — (eijter OSiar) Well, Oftar, 
there's your pris'ner. 

[pointing to Hamet, 

OCTAR. 

Convey him hence to where Mandane's grief 
Rings thro' the vaulted roof. 

Hamet. 

Yes, lead me hence 

To foften anguifli in a parent's bread. 

\^Exit with MiRVAN- 

Zaphimri. 

What may this mean ? I dread fome lurking mifchief* 

[Exit. 

Octar. (alone) 

When the boy clings around his mother's heart. 
Then, in that tender moment, tear him from her. 
And in her impotence of grief the truth 
Will burfl it's way. 

Enter 
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Enter Timurkan, 

OCTAR. 

Why from the genial banquet 

Thus will niy Sovereign feek a dudgeon's gloom ? 

TiMURKAN, 

A more than midnight gloom involves my foul. 
What boots the conquering fword, the plume of 

viftory, ^ 
If ftill this coward boy in fecret lives ; 
If ferpent-like amidft the flow'ry garlands 
He wreaths his folds, to 4afti rny prpmis'd joy. 
And poifon my delight ? 

OcTAR. 

Then at once 

To end your fears, give Zamti to the fword, 
His wife, and all, who aid him in his guilt. 
Twill crulh the feeds of d^rk confpiracy. 

TiMURKAN, 

No ; Zamti's death but multiplies my fears. 
With him the truth lies buried in the tomb. 
Haft thou beheld the ftubborn Mandarine ? 

OcTAR. 

Unconquer'd yet by words he ftands iinmov'd. 
Smiling contempt, as if fome inward joy. 
Like the fun laboring in a night of clouds^ 
Shot forth at intervals a gladfome ray, 
Brightening the face of woe, 

TlMURKAN, 

He muft not die : 

The (lave fhall linger out his days in torment. 

K 2 OCTAR. 
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OCTAR, 

Might I advife, Mandane may be won. 

She ftill. Sir, may be yours : a conquVor*s figh^ 

Shall waft a thoufand wifhes to her heart;, 

Till female vanity afpire to reach 

The Eaftern throne, 

TiMURKAN. 

No, Oftari — 'tis not mine 

To melt in languilhing defire, and try 

The hopes, the fears, and the caprice of love. 

Enur'd to rougher fcenes, far other arts 

My mind employed : to fling the'well-ftor'd quiver 

Over this manly arm, and wing the dart 

At the fleet rain-deer fweeping down the vale. 

Or up the mountain fl:raining ev'ry nerve -, 

To vault the neighing fl:eed, and urge his courfe 

Swifter than whirlwinds ;-— thro' the rapks of war 

Reeking with gore to drive my charriot wheels ; 

Thefe are my paflions, this my only fcience. 

Rais'd from a Ibldier to imperial fway, 

I fliill will reign in terror. Bring that traitor. 

The hoary priefl: before me. 

l^ExU OCTAR, 

TiMURKAN. 

Nov/ -by Heav'n !^ 

Their ftubbprn fortitude creels a fGnce 

To fliield 'em from my wrath, more powVfull far 

Than their high boafted v/all, which long hath fl:ood 

The fliock of time, of v/ar, of ft:orms and thunder. 

The wonder of the world. What art thou, virtue. 

That giv'fl- thefc joys, my heart hath never known ? 



EnUr 
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Enter Zamti in chains^ 

TiMUKKAN. 

Thy hated fight once mare I brook, to try 

If yet the fenfe of deeds abhorr'd as thine 

Has touch'd your foul : while yet the hour pennits. 

Repent thee of thy crimes. 

Zamti. 

The crime would be 

To yield to thy unjuft commands. But know 

A louder, voice than thine forbids the deed. 

The voice of ail my Kings ; forth from their tombs 

Ev'n now they fend a peal of groans to Heav'n, 

Where all thy murders are long fince gone up. 

And ftand in dread array againft thee. 

TiMURKAN. • 

Murders ! 

Ungratefull Mandarine ! fay, did not I 

When civil difcord lighted up her brand. 

And fcatter'dwide her flames ; when fierce contention 

Twixt Zorohamti and Zaphimri's father 

Sorely convulsed the realm, did not I then 

Lead forth my Tartars from their northern frontier. 

And bid fair order rife ? 

Zamti. 

Bid order rife ! 

Haft thou not fmote us with a hand of wrath? 
By thee each art has died, and ev'ry fcience 
Gone out at thy fell blaft. Art thou not come 
To fack our cities, to fubvert our temples. 
The temples of our gods, and with the worlhip. 
The monftrous worfhip of your living Lama 
Profane oyr holy (brines ? 

TiMUR- 
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TiMURKAN, 

Refolvc my doubts, 

Nor think with groundlefs, with ill-tim'd reproacfe 

To talk me from my purpofe, 

Zamti, 
Tyrant, ye3 ; . 

Yes, thou haft fmote us with a hand of wrath. 
Full twenty years haft fmote us ; but at length 
XVill come the hour of Heav'n's juft vifitation. 
When thou ftialt rue — hear me thou man of blood !— ^ 
Yes, thou ftialt rue the day, — the day that faw thee 
Imbrue thofe hands accurft in royal blood— t 
Now, tyrant, now — ye^, tremble at my words. 
The arm of the Moft High is bar'd againft thee ; 
And lo ! the hand of fate defcribes thy 4Qom 
In glaring letters on yon rubied wall ! 
Each gleam of light is perifti'd out of Heay'n^ 
And darknefs nafhes o'er the face of ejirth, 

TiMURKAN, 

And thinkft thou, flave, with vifionary fears 

I e'er can ftirink appall'd ? thou rpoonftruck feer! 

No more I'll bear this mockery of words. 

What, Odlar, ho ! (enfer QilarJ lead forth that firan-. 

tic woman. 
Ruin involves ye all — this very hour 
Shall fee your fon impal'd — yes, both your fons™ 
Bring Etan too before us — 

OCTAR. 

Etan, Sir, 

Is fled for fafety. 



TiMURKAN. 

, . i. < 

Thou pernicious flave ! (to Zamti) 



Zamti, 
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Zamti. 

The righteous gods proteft him from thy r^ge. 

[Exil OSiar. 

TiMURKAN. N 

Him too thou wouldft withdraw from juftice ? him 
Thy perfidy would fend to Corel's realm. 
To brood in fecret o'er fome work of treafon. 

Enter Octar, Mandane, Hamet, Guards^ £^c. 

TiMURKAN. 

Now then, deluded fair, if fix'd in error 
You ftill perfift, the rack fliall have its prey. 

Mandane. 

I tell thee, homicide, my foul is bound 

By folemn vows, and wouldft thou have me break 

What angels waifted on their wings to Heav'n ? 

TiMURKAN, 

This mon\ent faves your child, or dooms him dead. 

Mandane. 

Goddefs of vengeance, from your realms above 
Where near the throne of the Moft High thou fitft, 
Infpher'd in darknefs, amidft hoards of thunder 
Serenely dreadfuU, till dire human crimes 
Provoke thee down, now on the whirlwind's wing 
Defcend, and with your flaming fword, your bolts 
Red with AUmighty wrath, let loofe your rage. 
And blaft this vile feducer in his guilt. 

TiMURr 
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TiMURKAN. 

Then feize her fon, and give him to thd rack. 

Mandane. 

No ; by the pow'rs above, by ev'ry tie 

Of humanizing pity, feize me firft ; 

Diipatch his mother ; end this wretched being. 

Zaphimri (rujbingfrom ambng the Guards.) 
Hold, murd'rers, hold; I charge yoti, flaves, forbear, 

Zamti. 
Ha ! China totters on the brink of ruin^^ (^MO. 

TlMURKAN. 

Etan ! — thou'rt wellcomei to my great revenge \ 

Zaphimri. 

I come on matters of importance deep 
Unto thy throne and life^ 

Zamti. 
Heed not an idle boy. 

Timurkan. 
Proceed, and tell thy purpofe. 

Zaphimri. 

Even now 

Thy death is plotting- 

Timurkan* 
Ha ! by whom ? 
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ZAPMrMRI* 

2aphimfi !—- • 

IZamtu 

What means my fon ? 

Refign him to my vengeancfc. 

And then our mercy fhall to thee extend* 

Zaphimrk 

Think not 1 come to fave this Worthlefs life* 
Pity Mandane ; lave her tender frames- 
Pity that youth — (kneels) oh! fave that godlike nian* 

2^AMTI. 

Wilt thou dilhonotir me, degrade thyfelf^ 
Thy native dignity, by bafely kneeling ? 
C^it that vile pofture — 

T1MURKAN4 

To appeafe our wrath. 
Bring me Zaphimri's head. 

Zaphimrk 
Will that fuffice? 

TlMURKA!^4 

Mis blood attones for alL 

Zaphimri. (Rifing) 

Then take it, tyrant j 

I am Za]^himri s I your mortid foe# 

L Zamti. 
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Zamti. . 

Angels of light, quick on your rapid wing 

Dart from your thrones above, and hover round him. 

|! 
Mandane. i 

Alas ! airs ruin'd — China is no more. 

Zaphimri. 

Behold me, Tartar; hear the voice of truth; 
Thus on his knees Zaphimri begs to die. 

TiMURKAN. 

Thou early traitor ! by thy guilty father 

Train'd up in fraud ! wouldft thou deceive me too? 

Hamet. 

He would : all would deceive you : all confpire 
Againft my claim : all wreft my title from me : 
The father's art, the mother's fond ambition ; 

Upon my ruins to exalt their name. 
And raife their fon to empire. 

Zaphimri. 

Ha! forbear, 

Ralh youth, forbear, nor thus infult your King. 
Mine is the crown : it's miferies are mine : 
Mine the worft malice fortune hath in ftore : 
I claim it all, and will not bear a rival. 

Hamet. 

Horror ! believe him not— for me the troops 
From Corea's realm dar'd to approach your walls 3 
I led them on; I came from climes remote; 

The 
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The captives of yourfword have own*d they fought 
To fee me feated on the throne of China, 

Zaphimri. 

By Heav'n, he's innocent ; the guilt is mine. 
Mifguided boy ! I charge thee dare no more 
Ufurp a Monarch's right ; refign at once 
My lawful! claim, the honours of my birth ; 
Give back my name ; I afk it but to die. 



TiMURKAN. 

Their wond'rous conflift but involves me deeper 



.^ Mifguided fair-one, fay, which is your King? 



In doubt, miftruft, perplexity, and fear, 
fay, which ' 

Mandane. 
Behold their virtue, and refpedt them botlu 

UN TiMURKAN. 

k/ Perdition feize her ! — Zamti mark my word^ — 
^ This moment, clear each doubt, or keeneft pangs 
I Shall hunt the fecret thro' each trembling nerve. 

Zamti, 

. I have already yielded up niy fon ; 
I gave him to your fword ; and after that. 
After that conflift, thinkft thou there is aught 
Zamti has left to fear ? ^ 

TiMURKAN. 

Yes learn to fear 

My will, my Sov'reign will, which here is law. 

And treads upon the neck of flaves. 

L a Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Thy will 

The law in China: ill inftniftcd man! 
Now learn sm awfjll truth, Tho* ruffian pow*r 
May for a while fupprefs all facred order. 
And trample on the rights of man, the foul 
Which gave our legiflatjon life and vigour 
Shall ftili fubfift, ^ove the tyrant*s reach. 
The fpirit of the laws can never die, 

TiMURKAN. 

I ■ ... ■ . • 

Here then all parley ends : thy doom is fix'd : 
This very moment drag 'em from my fight. 

[The guards Jeize on Zamti. 

Mandane. 

Yes, lead me with him : in his arms to die 
Mandane goes refign'd. But tyrant know 
The great important truth is treafur'd here. 
Thy pow'r can ne'er extort it. Yes, live on 
In the worft agony of doubt and fear. 
With us the fecret dies : that joy is ours ; 
With that we triumph ftill ; with that we bid thee 
Fear while we live, and tremble in our fall. 

[Exit with Zamti and guar dsn 

Hamet, 

No fparc *em, yet forbear; here point thy (word, 
Unfluice thefe veins, but ^are their matchlefs lives, 

[He is carried off. 

Zaphimri. 

I am your viftim, by thfe gods I am, 

[Kneeling and holding Ttmurkan. 

TiMUR- 
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TiMURKAN. 

Away, vile (lave ; go fee them bleed ; behold 
How they .will writhe in pangs -, pangs doom'd for 

thee. 
And all who deal in treachery like thine. 

[Exit. 

Zaphimri. (on the ground) 

Yet hear me 5 yet a moment ! barb'rous Scythians ! 
Wilt thou not open. Earth, and take me down, 
Down to thy caverns of eternal darknefs ? 
And ileeps Allmighty j-ullice ? will it not 
Awaken all its terrors ? arm yon band 
Of fecret heroes with avenging thunder ? 
By Heav'n (riftng) that thought lifts up my kind- 
ling foul 
With renovated fire. My glorious friends, 
Who now convene big with your country's fate. 
When I am dead, oh! give me juft revenges 
Let me* not die inglorious ; make my fall, 
By fome great aft of yet unheard of vengeance, 
Refound throughout the world; that fartheft Scyihia 
May ftand appall'd at the huge diftant roar 
Of one vaft ruin tumbling on the heads 
Of this fell tyrant, and his hated race. 



End of the FOURTH ACT, 
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A C T the F I F T H. 

Scene the Palace. 
Enter Zamti and Mandane, followed hy Octar. 

Zamti. 

WHY doft thou lead us to this hated manfion? 
Muft we again behold the tyrant's frown ? 
Thou know'ft our hearts are fix'd. 

OCTAR. 

The war of words 

We fcorn again to wage. Beneath this roof 

The rack is now prepar'd, and Timurkan ^ 

Anon fliall view your pangs, and count each groan 

Ev'n to the fuUelt luxury of vengeance. 

Guard well that paflage (to the guards within) fee 

the traitors find 
No means of flight, while to the conqueror 
I haften, to receive his laft commands. 

\Exit, 

Zamti. 
Thou ever faithfuU woman ! 

Mandane. 

Ganfl: thou, Zamti, 

Still call me faithfuU ? by that honour'd name 
Wilt thou call her, whofc wild maternal love 
Hath buried all in ruin ? 

Zamtii^ 
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Zamti. 
Yes, thou art. 

Thou art my wife, -whofe virtue ev*n in bondage 
Hath chear'd my foul j and now thy ev'ry charm 
Endear'd by danger, kindled by diftrefs 
To higher luftre, all my paffions beat 
Unutterable gratitude and love. 
And muft — oh ! cruel !— muft I fee thee bleed ? 

Mandane. 

For me death wears no terror on his brow. 
Full twenty years hath this afflided breaft 
Been fmote with thefe fad hands i thefe haggard eyes 
Have feen my country's ruin ; feen my hulband. 
My fon, my king, — all in the Tartar's hands. 
What then remains for me ? death, only death, 

Zamti. 

Ah ! can thy tendemefs endure the pangs 
Inventive cruelty ev'n now prepares ? 
Muft this lov'd form, this foft perfeftion bleed ? 
Thy decent limbs be ftrain'd with cruel cords. 
To glut a ruffian's rage ? 

Mandane. 

Alas ! this frame. 

This feeble texture never can fuftain it. 

But this — this I can bear. (Shews a dagger) 

Zamti. 
Ha! 

Mandane. 
Yes J this dagger ! 

Do thou but lodge it in this faithfuU breaft. 
My heart Ihall fpring to meet thee. 

Zamtu 
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Zamtu 
Oh! 

Mandanj* 

Do thou. 

My honoured lord, who taughtft me cv^ry vh-ttiei 
Afford the friendly, the laft human office. 
And teach me now to die. 

Zamti. 

It muft not be.— 

Hence let me bear this inftrument of death* 

[Takes the dagger^ 
Shall we ufurp the dread prerogative 
Of life and death, and meafure out the thread 
Of our own being ? — 'tis the coward's aft. 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril* 
Be that the praftice of th' untutor'd favage ; 
Be it the praiftice of the gloomy North* 

MANDANEi 

Muft we then wait the haughty tyrant's nod. 
The vaffals of his will ? no, let us rather 
Nobly break through the barriers of this life. 
And join the beings of fome other world. 
Who'll throng around our greatly daring fouls, 
And hail our flight with wonder and applaufe* 

Zamti. 

Diftrefs too exquifite ! ye holy pow'rs. 

If aught below can fuperfede your law. 

And plead for wretches, who dare felf impell'd 

Rulh to your awfuU prefence i 'tis not then. 

When the diftemper'd paffions rage j when pride 

Is ftung to madnefs i when ambition falls 

From her high fcaffolding — oh ! no 3 if a»ght 

Cart 
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Can juftify the blow, it is when virtue 
No more can ftand at bay 5 when liberty 
No longer breathes at large ; 'tis with the groans 
Of Our lov'd country when we dare to dic; 

Mandane. 
Then here at once dil-eft the friendly ftecl; 

ZaMTI; 

Now theA prepare thee — ah ! dbes this become 
Thy hufband's love ? thus with uplifted blade 
Can I approach that bbfdm-blifs, where oft 
With other looks than thefe, oh I my Mandane, 
IVe hufh'd my cares within thy Ihelt'ring arms ? 

MANbANfi. 

Alas ! the lovesy that bleft our happier daysj 
Have fpread their pinions, never to return. 
And the pale fates fur:round us. Zamtii come i 
Here lay me down in honourable reft ; 
Come as thou art, all hero to my armsi 
And free a virtuous wife. 

Zamth 

It muft be fo : . 

Now then prepare thee — my arm flags and droops 

Confcioiis of thee in ev'ry trembling nerve. 

\p:nrows down the dagger. 
By Heaven, once more I would not raife the point 
Againft that hoard of fweets, for endlefs years 
Of univerfal empire. — 

Mandane; . 

Ha! they come; 

The minifters of vengeance comcj and yet, 

M They. 
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They fhall not loitg iitfult tis iti ow w6cs 5 
Myfelf wiH ftill prdefve the means of death. 

[Tahs ttp the da^. 

Enter TimuJikan, Octar, and Guards. 

TlMlfXItAN. 

Now then, detefted pair, your hour is come. 

I hate this dull delay i feke Zamti firft j 

Let ftudied art with flow confuming panjgs 

Explore the truth, nor let him know relief 

In his worft agonies, till ev'ry fecret 

Burft forth in groans^ and end my doubts and fears. 

Zamti. 

Begin your tortures ; end this Wretched being ; 
I care not now how foon. 

\^e guards feize Zdmiu 

Mandan£. 
Stay, Zamti, ffiay; 

And will yoii force him thus? (he is fore' d off) in- 
human villains ! 
Oh ! Timurkan, behold me humbled here. 
Thus lowly on my knees, thus prone to earth. 
And groveling at your feet. I aflc to die 5 
Grant my requeft ; it will not ftain thy name 
With weak humanity ; deal ftill in blood j 
Oh ! let me perifli in my huft^and's arms j 
It will be mercy to indtilge niy prayer, 
And murder Ihall for oilce Be viftue in thee. 

Timurkan. 
Behold him firft, behold the hoSry traitor 
Gafping in death, and welt'ring in his gore. 
Thy turn will follow — by thy treach'rous arts 
The hated Orphan lives. 

• Man- 
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Manpans. (Rifing) 

And if he lives. 

May Heaven proteft him, till the awfull truth 
In fome dread hour of horror and revenge 
Shall burft like thunder on thee. — If by me 
Zaphimri lives, then tyrant know thy duty; 
Defcend at once from a throne gain'd by murder. 
And yield the crown, rcfign it to your maft^f. 

TiMURKAN. 

Pcnxiciou3 traitrefs ! ha! whatwouldft thou Mirvan? 
Enter Mii^vAN, 

Mirvan, 

Near to the Eaftern gate, a flave reports. 
As at his watch he flood, the gleam of arms 
Caft a dim luftre through the night, and ftrait 
The fteps of men thick foufl/icd in his ear. 
In clofe array they march'dt 

TiMURKAN, 

Ha ! lurking trieafbn ! 

What ho ! my arms— ourfelf will fally forth. 

Mirvan, 

My liege, their fcanty ajid rafti levied numbers 
Want not a monarch's fword : with eager zeal 
Upon the inftant I drew off the guards. 
That round the palace walls : let Oftar, Sir, 
Who oft has led them to renown in arms. 
Let him but head the ranks, his valour foon 
Shall bring the traitors bound in chains before you. 

M % TiMUR- 
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TiMURKAN. 

Well;> be it fo. — 0(£tar, do thou go forth. 
And give tl\e rebels to the fabre*3 edge. 

[Exit OSiar-, 

Mandane, 

Why muft I linger thus ? lo ! Mirvan too 
Leagu'd with the foe, a traitor to his King ! 

Mirvan, 

With fure conviftion we have further learned 
The long-contended truth. Etan's their King--'5 
The traitor Zamti counted but one fon. 
And him he fent, — Mandane knows it all-.--! 
Far hence to Cqrea's realm. 

TiMURKAN, 

At length thy guilt ^ 

Glares to the fight: this hour Zaphimri dies, 

Mirvan. 
To Morat's care th* infidious Mandarine 
With that complotter in his dark defigns. 
Gave up their boy, while unfufpefted here , 
They fix'd a fafe afylum for their prince. 

Mandanb. (Looking at Miruan) 

When fliall I quit a world, where men like thee 
Are only fit to dweU ? — 

TiMURKAN, 

Let Morat ftreight 

Attend our prefence ji bring the flave before us. 

Mir- 
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MiRVAN. 

This hour approves my loyalty and truth. 



iExil, 



TiMURKAN. 

Thanks to great Larpa, treafon is no more, 
And their boy-king is found. Yes, traitrefs, now 
Thou (halt behold the fl:ripling*s forfeit head. 
Soon as the dawn (hall purple yonder Eaft, 
Aloft in air all China fliall behold it 
Parch'd by the fun, and welt'ring to the wind. 

Enter Mirvan, 

TiMURKAN. 

Well, Mirvan, haft thpu brought the treaqh'raus flave ? 

MiRVAN. 

^y liege, he comes obedient to your will. 

Enter Zaphimri, with a Sabre. 

Zaphimri. 
JTqw, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphimri* 

Timurkan. 

^ccurfed treafon ! — to behold thee thus 

In arms before me, blafts my acking fight. 

yij blood forgets to move ; each pow -r dies in me. 

Mandane. 

Yes, monfter, yes ; thy fated hour is come. 
Def^end^ thou tyrant, from a throne ufurpM, 
And yield the crown, now yield it to thy matter. 

Za- 
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Zaphimrc. 

Well mayft thpu tremble, well may guilt like thine 
Shrink back difmay'd ; for thus avenging Heav'n 
In me fends forth his minifter of wrath 
To deal deftniftion on thee, 

TlMUR^AN. 

Coward-flave! 

A midnight rufiiani in th' unguarded hour. 
Secure thou corn'ft, thus to affault a warrior 
Thy heart would never dare to n^eet in armiSt 

Zaphimri. 

Not meet thee Tartar ! — ha ! — in me thou fee'ft 
One, on whofe Head unnumber'd wrongs thou'fl^ 

heap'd, 
Elfe could I fcorn thee thu§ defencelefs — yes. 
My great revenge could bid thee try each ftiape^ 
Affume each horrid form, come forth array'd 
In all the terrors of deftruftive guilt. 
But now a dear, a murder'd father calls ; 
He beckons to the fpot, the facred altar 
Which thy fell hand imbrued ^ith royal bipod. 
Go, feek the temple , at that dread tribunal 
Receive thy doom, and expiate thy crimes, 

TiMURKAN, 

By Heaven Til dare thee ftill -, refign it flave^ 
Refign the bjade to nobler hands. 

^Seizes Mirvaifs Sahret^ 

Maijdan?, 
Oh ! horror ! 

Bring inftant help ; let not the fate of China 
Hang on the iffue of a dgybtfyll combat, 
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Now, lawlefs ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his juftice oir thee. 

\Tb^ fight and Zaphimri drives Timurkan off, 

MA^TDANfi* 

Now, juft gods. 

Sinew his arm, and guide the blow for freedom. 

MiRVAN. 

See there, behold, he dafts \ipon his prey. 

Zaphimri* (IVitbin) 
t)ie, bloodhound, die. 

MiRVAN. 

'Xhe Tartar dr6ps his point. 

Mandane. 
^e falls, the viftim falls. 

Zaphimri. (fFithin) 

^y father ftrikes j 

lie gives the blow ; and this, thou fell deftroyer, 

"This for a nation's groan*. 

Enter Hamet. 

Hamet*. 

^here is Zaphimri ? 
Direft me to him — 

^^NDAN£• 

Hamet!— oh! myfonj 

Once 
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Once more I clafp thee in thy mother's arms, 
Ld ! whete the monfter quivers on the ground ! 
Let me feek Zamti with the glorious tidingS9 
Arid call him back to liberty and joy. 

[^Exif with Mirvdm 

Enter Zaphimri, 

Zaphimri. 
This reeking blade hath drunk the tyrant's bloodi 

Hamet. 

China again is free — there lies the corfe 
That breath'd deftruftion to the woirld* 

ZAPHIMRIi 

Yes there. 

Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end^ 

The wages of thy fins. 

Enter Morat^ 

Hamet^ 

Oh ! Mdrat wellcdnid, 

Wellcome to eonqueft, freedom and revefig^; 

MoftATi 

Revenge now ftalks abroad : our valiant leaders 
True to the deftin'd fiour at once broke forth 
From ev'ry quarter, on th' aftonilh'd foe; 

Zaphimri^ 
Lo ! Timurk^li lies levell'd witli the duf^? 

Morat. 
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MokAT. 

Oppreflion^s iron rod at length is broke* 
My King ! my Sovereign ! 

[Kneels U Zafbimri, 

Zaphimri* 

Rife : the time demands 

Far other cares : where ire my gallant friends ? 

Is the wild tumult jo'er, and have they conquer'd ? 

y 

MoftAT. 

the gates, the ramparts, and the citadel. 
Each pafs is ours : the unfufpefting foe 
Hemm'd in on ev'ry fide refitts in vain. 
Oftar is fall'n : all covered o'er with wounds 
He met his fate, and ftill the flaught'ring fword 
Invades the city funk in fleep and wine. 

Zaphimri. 

Send forth, and let Orafming ftrait proclaim 
Zaphimri King, my fubjedts rights reftor'd. 

l^xit Morat. 
Now where is Zamti ? where mv more than father? 
Where is Mandane ? Lead me, lead n\e to them. 

Enter MiRvan. 

Zaphimri. 
What means that pale defpair ? 

Mir VAN. 

Oh ! dire mifchance ! 

While here I trembled for the great event. 

The unrelenting flaves, whofe trade is death, 

N Began 
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Began their work ; nor piety, nor age 
Could touch their felon-hearts; they feiz'd on Zamti 
And bound him on th^ wheel; a prey to villains 
We found the good, the venerable man 
Smiling in pangs ; all frantic at the fight 
Mandane plung'd a poniard in her breaft. 
With him I liv'd, flie cried, with him will die. 

Hamet. 

Oh! Heav*n! my mother! fummon ev'ry aid 
To call her back to life.-— 

MiRVAN. 

In th' arms of death 
Ev'n now Ihe ftruggles. 

Zaphimri. 

Fatal rafhnefs. Say, 
Is Zamti too deftroy'd ? 

MiRVAN. 

Life ebbs apace. 

Released from anguilh, with what ftrength remain'd^ 

He reach'd the couch, where loft Mandane lies. 

There threw his mangled limbs, there clinging to hef 

He pours his fad lamentings, in a ftrain 

Might call each pitying angel from the flcy 

To fympathize with human woe. 

The Back'Jcene opens. 

Zaphimri. 
And fee. 

See on that mournfuU bier he clafps her ftill ; 
Still hangs upon each faded feature ; ftill 
To her deaf ear complains in bitter anguilh. 

Zamti and Mandane are brought forward on a couch. 

Zamti. 
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Zai^ti. 

Tet live, Mandane ; thou may'ft ftill be happy 

Thou haft not merited an end like this. 

Mandane. 
The hand of death ev'n now is heavy on nie. 

ZaphimAi. 
Are thefe our triumphs ? tjiefe our proxnis'd joys ? 

Zamti, 

The mulick of that voice recalls my foul. 

RtfeSy and runs to embrace Zaphimri ; bis 
Jirengtb f(Ms^ and he falls at his feet. 
My Prince ! my King !— 

Zaphimri. 
Support him \ bear him up. 

Mandane. 
Where is my child, my Hamet ? lives he ftill ? 

Hamei*. 
He lives, but oh ! to fee my mothfer thus — 

Mandane. 

Ohl let me fold thee (rijes) ha ! — it is too much — 
I thank you Heav'n ; thefe are a mother's joys,— - 
And thefe you give to chear me in my paffage. 
Soft, lay me, lay me down — 

Hamet. 

Her eyes are fixed ; 

A death like palcncfs fpreads o'er ev*ry feature. 

N a Za- 
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Zaphimri (Raying Zamti J 
Haw fares it 21afnti now ? 

Zamti. 

Oh! blcft event! 

I could not hope fuch tidings ; thee, my King^i 

And Hamet too, I thought you both deftroy'd. 

My flow remains of life cannot endure 

Thefe ftrong Yiciflitudes of grief and joy • 

And there — there lies Mandane — lead me to her. 

Mandane, look upon oie j once again 

Let me behold the day-light of thy cyes^ 

Mandan^e, 

Alas I thofe eyes no more muft gaze upon thee i 
That dear delight is fled; — thee too, my fon, 
No more I now mufl: fee theej fnatch'd from death. 
This day reftor'd,— after whole years of abfence — 
I leave thee now j — I leaye my child for ever — 
The heart-fl:ring breaks — oh ! that thought tears — 

it cleaves — * 
It djtowns me ia my tears, 

Zamti. 

I pray ye lead me — 

Conduft me to her — nearer fl:ill — that both — 

Alas"! I faint — fupport me — 

. . ^ [Faints in their arms, 

Hamet, 

Once again 

Mandane fpealc, and let me hear thy voice — 

Mandane, 
Hamct, — thy hand-— forgiv^^-fprgive my ralhnefe. 

Could 
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Could I furvive your father ? no — with him 
The fcene was clos'd — but — is the tyrant dead ? 

Hamet, 
His debt is paid, 

Mandane. 

Alas ! I follow him — . 
I follow thither, where eternal juftice 
Exalts the juft, and humbles the oppreffor. 
And thee,, my fon^ I leave thee here in freedom. 

That joy is n^iine — copy your father's aftions 

You need no more : mankind will blefs thee for it. 
Remember all his precepts : his example 
Will guide thy fteps, and marfhal thee to glory — 
I die refign'd — and yet—and yet its hard, — 
When freedom dawns,-—and after allmy fufferings — 
Its hard, my child, your mother now fhould thee— 
Zamti — where is he ? 

Zamti. (Coming to him/elf) 
Bend me, bend me forward — 

Mandane. 

Alas ! that fight — oh ! Zamti — Hamet — oh ! 

{Digs. 

Zamti. 

She's gone, for ever^ever gone, — Mandane! 

[Sinks down by her. 
Jhus do I- fee thee ? — cold — alas ! death-cold ! 
Cold is that breaft, where virtue from above 
Fix'd her delighted manfion ; and tfhofe lips 
That utter'd heav'nly truth — pale! pale! dead — 

dead ! 
Pray ye entomb me with her. — 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

Take, ye powers. 

Your throne, your crown j take all your conquefts 

back, 
Zaphimri never can furvive — 

Zamti. 

I charge thee live — 
A bafe defertion of the public weal 
Will ill become a King — alas ! my fon — 
By that dear tender name if once again 
Zamti may call thee — this is now the laft. 
The only interview we ever Ihall have — 

Zaphimri. 

And will ye then, inexorable gods 

Will ye then tear him from my acking heart ? 

Zamti. 

The moral duties of the private man ^ 

Are grafted in thy foul. But oh ! remember, | 

The mean immutable of happinefs, ' | 

Or in the vale of life, or on a throne, f 

Is virtue : — each bad aftion of a King ? 

Extends beyond his life, and oft renews 

Its tyranny o'er ages yet unborn. 

To error mild, (evere to guilt, proteft 

The helplefs innocent j be truth thy paflion j ' 

Spurn the bafe flatterer, and learn to feel ; 

The befl delight of ferving human kind. ^ 

Hamet. 

He dies, he dies, the agony is on him — 
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Zamti. 
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Life harafs'd out, purfued with barb'rous"' art 
Thro' ev'ry trembling joint now fails at once — 
Zaphimri — oh ! farewell — I Ihall not fee 
The glories of thy reign — my fon — my Hamet — 
Thou good young man, farewell — Mandane, yes. 
My foul with pleafure wings her flight, that thus 
Faithfull in death I leave thefe cold remains 
Near thy dear honoured clay. 

Zaphimri. 

And art thou dead. 

Thou beft of men ? then mud Zaphimri pine 

In ever-during grief, fince thou art loft, 

Since that firin patriot, whofe parental care 

Should raife, ftiould guide, ihould animate my 

virtues. 
Lies there a breathlefs corfe. 

Hamet. 

My liege, forbear j 

Live for your people ; madnefs and defpair 

Belong to woes like mine. 

Zaphimri. 

Thy woes, indeed, 

Are great, thou pious youth j yes I will live 

To foften thy affliftions ; to affuage 

A nation's grief when fuch a pair expires. 

Come to my heart ; in thee another Zamti 

Shall blefs the realm — now let me hence to hail 

My people with the found of peace j that done. 

To thefe a gratefuU monument Ihall rife> 

With all fepulchral honours frequent there 

We'll 
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Well offer incencc ; there each weeping mxife 
Shall grave the tributary verfe j with tears 
Embalm their memories, and teach mankind 
Howe'er oppreffion ftalk the groaning earth. 
Yet Heav'n, in its own hour, can bring relief. 
Can blaft the tyrant in his guilty pride. 
And prove the Orphan's guardian to the laft. 
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EPILOGUE 

Spoken By Mrs. Y A 1* E Si 

Xj^HROUGH'five hng i^s Pve viore wyfigUng face^ 

CoTtfirCd hy critk laws to time and place: 
JUleas'd at lengthy IraniMe as Ipleafe-, 1 

Back to dear London whijk o*er land andfeasi r 
Ladies exoije my drefs ; *tis true Gbineze^ J 

And noWy no hujband to tofmini my hrain^ 
EJcap'd from daggers i and froth tragic ftrain^ 
Lst us enjoy our dear fmall talk again*. 



\ 



that thrilli 1 

mjo kiir''^ > 
e's will. J 



How could this hard fuccefsfull hope to pro1)ei 
"So many heroer, and not one in love ! 
Nofuitor here to talk of flames that thrill i 
To fay the civil thing — ^^ your eyesfo 
'No ravijhery to force one — to one\ 
That Timurkan ! — an odious, horrid brute 1 
Whom only wars, and blood and horror fuit. 
Jfin the guards hefirft had learn' d his trade\ 
Gan^d at the "Tilt-ydrd, loun^d tm the Parade i 
At Flay and Opera blazed an anCrousfpark^ 
Andfhone the Maccaroni of the Park; 
Had he march' d boldly to the Tow'r for fame^ 
And at Sh James's felt the tender flame i 
mnkye-y for Zamti I bad died a martyr ? 
The man, in that ic^e, would havi tdughi a TartaR* 

Tou^vefeen their Eaftem virtues, patriot pajions i 
But now for fomeihing of their iajie andfajhions. 
Yoh. 1* '^ Obi 



§3 EPILOGUE. 

** Oh! Lord! thafs cbatmingy* cries my Lady Fidgit^" 

*' / long to know it i do the creatures viftt ? 

'^ Dear Mrs. Tates^ do^ tell us — welly how is it i" 

Firji as to beauty y Jet your hearts at reji ; 
they've all broad foreheads y and pigs eyes at beji. 
And then they leadjuch ftrangCy Juch fgrmal lives y 
A little more at home than EngUJh wives! 
Left the poor things jhould roamy and prove untrue^ 
^hey all are crippled in the tiny Jhoe. 
A hopefull fcheme to keep a wife from madding ! 
We pinch our feet y and yet are ever gadding, 
^hen they^te fio cards \ no routs \ ne'er take their fling\ 
And pin-money is an unheard of thing. 
And how d'ye think they write?— you'll ne'er divine i 
From top to bottom down In one ftraight line^ 
Wcy ladies y when our flames we cannot Jmothery 
Write letters— from one corner down to t'other. 

One mode there is in which both climes agree \ 
Ifcarce can tell — 'mongft friends then let it be y 
The creatures love to cheat as well as we* 

But blefs my wits! I've quite forgot the bard\ 
A civil foul! — by me he fends this card. 
*^ Presents respects" — to ev'ry lady here ^ 
" Hopes for the honour" — of aftngletear* 
The critics then will throw their dirt in vain ; 
Tears from thofe eyes will wafh out ev'ry ft ai^n^ 
Tour tears true verdure to the laurel give,; 
Tbefcency that moves your hearts ydeferves to live; 
All elfe is labour' d rant, and fuftian rage \ 
Each drop ^ ^ou fall^ embalms the poet's page: 

T 
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M. De V O L T A I R E, 

S I R, 

A LETTER to you from an Englilh author may 
^/T^ carry with it the appearance of correfponding with 
the enemy, not only as the two nations are at prefent in- 
volved in a difficult and important war, but alfo becaufe iA 
many of your late writings you feem determined to live in 
a ftate of hoftility with the Britifh nation. Whenever wc 
come in your way, ** we are ferocious ; we are iflanders ^ 
*' we are the people whom your country has taught ; we 
^' fall behind other nations in point of tafte and elegance 
** of compofition ; the fame caufe that has witheld from 
^' us a genius for painting and mufic, has alfo deprived us 
** of the true fpirit of Tragedy j and, in fliort^ barbarifiri 
*' ftill prevails among us." 

Of thefe high-toned decifions, as boldly hazarded, as 
they are feebly fupported, it fhall be my buunefs to addrefs 
my fentiments to you upon fome future occafion. The en-* 
quiry v/ill lead to a wide field of difcuffion : relymg upon 
the great name, eftablifhed by two or three writers of the 
laft: century, writers indeed of great value, and juftly ad- 
mired throughout Europe, you have affumed in favour of 
France, the prize of dramatic excellence : the claim is 
roundly afferted, and fhould it hereafter appear to have np 
foundation in truth, you are fure at leaft of proving your- 
felf a good citizen, though not the beft of critics *. The 
natiortal vanity, which has given rife to m^ny refleftions 
upon the theatric genius of the Englilh nation, may be 
excufabie ^ but the fallacy, with vfhicn a great deal of mif-^ 
reprefentation has been artfully coloured, to affift your fa-» 
vourite hypothefis, deferyes to be minutely examined. The 
Jnterefts of the drama and the caufe of truth feem to re-t 
quire it. For the purpofe of the prefent letter it will be 
fufficient to fay, notwithftanding the vein of prejudice, 
which has difcbloured moft of your fugitive pieces, th^t 
{here ftill breathes throughout your writings fuch a gene^^j 

P Pum patriam laudat, damnat dum poggius hoftam^ 
^69 nialus ?ft civis; nee hoaus hiftoricus*^ 

7Q0878A 
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fpirit of humanity and zeal for the honour of the RepubKc 
of Letters, that I am inclined to imagine the author of the 
Englifh Orphan of China (an obfciire iflapder) may ftilJ 
^drefs you upon terms of amity and literary benevolence. 

I have attempted a Tragedy upon a fu^)je£l that has 
exercifed your excellent talent^ : I have dared to try my^ 
ftrength in the Bow of Ulysses ; I hold myfelf therefore^ 
in fome fort accountable to M. De Voltaire for the de--' 
parture I have made from hi^ plan, and the fubftitution of a. 
new fable of my own. 

My firft propenfity to this ftory was occalioned by the. 
remarks of an admirable critic * of our own>, upon the 
Orphan of the House of Chau, preferved to us by the 
induftrious and fenfible P. Du Halde. 

The Chineze piece, as our learned commentator obferves, 
amidft great wildnefs and irregularity, has fome traces of re-' 
femblance to the beautiful models of antiquit]^. In my re- 
flexions upon it, I imagined I faw a blemifli in the manner 
of faving the Orphan, by the tame refignation of another 
jnfant in his place*; efpecially when the fubjeft afforded a 
fair opportunity to delineate the ftrugglings of a parent, 
on fo trying an occafion, It therefore occurred to me, 
that if a fable could be framed, in which the* Father and the 
two Young Men might be interwovep with probability and 
perfpicuity, without being embarrafled with all the per- 
plexities of a riddle, as, you know, is the cafe of the H?rac- 
jLius of CoR^TEiLLE, many fituations might arife, in 
which fome of the heareft affeftions of the heart might be 
awakened : but even then I was too confcious that this 
^uft be executed in its full force, by a genius very different 
from myfelf. 

In this ftate of mind, fir, I heard with jpleafure that M. 
pe Voltaire had produced at Paris his L'Orphelin de 
LA Chine : I ardently longed for a perufal of the piece, 
expelling that fuch a writer would Certainly feize all the 
ftriking incidents which might naturally grow out of fo 
pregnant a ftory, and that he would leave no fource of paf- 
fion unopened; I was in fome fort, but not wholly difap- 
pointed : I faw M. De Voltaire rufliing into the midft 
tf things at once ; opening his fubjeft in an alarming 
manner ; and, after the narrative relating to Gengiskai^ 
i^ oyer^ )vorking up his firft ^ft like a poet indeed. 

V ♦ Mr« Hurdj in his Comment^ upon Horace, 

Meum 
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Meum ^ui pedtus inaniter angit 
Ut Magus, 

In the beginning of the fecond aft^ he again touches our 
^ft<S^ions with a piafter-hand j but, like a rower who has 
^put forth all his ftrength,, and fuddenly flackens his exer- 
tion, I faw, or imagined I faw, him giye way all at once : 
"the great tumult of the paffions is over ; the intereft wears 
sway ; Gengiskan talks politics; the tendernefs of a mo- 
ther, flying with all the ftrong impulfes of nature to the 
relief of her child, is thrown into cold unimpafiioned nar^ 
rati ve ; the role pour Vamoureux muft have its place, and the 
rough conqueror of a whole people becomes Le Chevalier: 
Gengiskan, as errant a lover as eyer fighed in the Thuil- 
leries at Paris. Your own words, fir, ftrongly exprefiive 
of that manly and fenfible tafte, which difiinguiflies you 
throughout Europe, occurred tp me upon this occafion ; 
f' Quelle place pour la galanterie que le parricide & I'in- 
f * cefte, qui defolent une famille, & la contagion qui ravage 
♦' un pais ? Et quel exemple pl^s frapant du ridicule dc 
f' notre theatre, & du pouvoir de I'hab^tude, que Corneille 

f d'un cote, qui fait dire aThefee, 

*' Quelque ravage aft'reux qu'etale ici la Pefte ; 
'^ L'abfence aux vrais amans eft encore plus funefte, 
^* Et moi, qui, foixante ans apres lui, viens faire parler 
^* une vielle Jocafte d'un viel amour : & tout cela pour 
•' complaire au gout le plus fade & le plus faux qui ait 
f* jamais »corrompu la literature." Indeed, fir, Gengis- 
kan, in the very moment of overwhelming a whole nation, 
iifurping a crown, and maflacring the royal family, except: 
one infant, whom he is in queft of, appeared to me exactly 
like the amorous Theseus in the midft of a deftruftive 

plague. *' Nunc non erat his locus." How would that 

noble performance, that Chefd'a^uvre of vour country, the 
Athalie of Racine, have been defacea by the gallantry 
of an intrigue, if a tyrant had been introduced under the 
foft and gentle influence of a tender paflion for the wife of 
the high-^prieft ? or if Joad, entertaining a fecret afFeftion 
for Athalie, and ^)eing afked what orders he would give 
relating to the delivery of his country, fhould anfwcr, 

" aucune," none at all. And yet this is the language of 

a northern conqueror, whining for a Mandarine's wife, 
who had no power of refifting, and having no relation to 
\he royal family, could not, by an intermarriage, ftrengthen 
bis intereft in the qroyv^n* But to you, who haye t;old us 

that 
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that Love fhould reign a very tyrant in Tragedy, or not ap» 
pear there at all, being unfit for the fecond place ; to you, 
who have faid that Nero fliould not hide himfelf behind a 
tapeftry to overhear the converfation of his miftrefs and his 
rival; to you, fir, w^hat need I urge thefe remarks ? — To 
fill up the long career of a tragedy with this epifodic love 
mull certainly have been the motive that led you into this 
error : an error I take the liberty to call it, becaufe I have 
obferved it to be the hackneyed and inefteci:ual flratagem 
of many modern writers as well in England as in France. 
Within the compafs of my reading, there is hardly a bad 
man in any play, but he is in love with fome very good wo- 
man : . the fcenes that pafs between them, I have always re- 
marked, are found jdull and unawakening by the audience, 
^ven though adorned with all the graces of compofitlon 
fuch'as yours, of which it is but juftice to fay, that it bef- 
tows embellifhments upop every fubje<3:. 

For me, fir, who only draw in crayons, who have no re- 
fource to thofe lafting colours of imagination v/ith v/hich 
you fet off every thing ; a writer fuch as I am, fir, could 
not prefume to fupport that duplicity of pafTion v.'hich funs. 
through your piece. I could not pretend, by the powers 
of ftyle^ to fuborn an audience in favour of thofe fecondary 
paffages, from which their attention naturally revolts. A 
plainer and more fimple method lay before me. I was ob- 
liged to keep the main objeft as much as poifible before the 
eye ; and therefore it was that I took a furvey of my fub- 
jedt, in order to catch at eyery thing that feemed to me to 
rpfult with order and propriety from it. A fcantinefs of 
Jnterefting bufinefs feemed to nie a primary defedl in the 
confl:ru6lion of the French Orphan of China^^ and that 
defe<3: I imagined had its fource in the early date of your 
play. By beginning " gemino ab ovo," by making the 
Orphan and the Mandarine's fon children in their cradles, 
it appeared to me that you had ftripped yourfelf of two cha- 
rr.<9:ers, which might be produced in an amiable light, fo as 
to engage the affeSions of their auditors, not only for them- 
fejyes, but confequentlally for thofe alfo to whom they ftand 
in any degree of relation. From this conduft I propofed a 
further advantage, that of effacing the very obvious refem- 
blance to the Andromache, which now ftrikes every body 
in your plan. This laft remark I do not urge againft acci- 
dental and diftant coincidencies of fentiment, diftion, or 
fable, M^ny of the Greek plays, we l^nowj had a family- 

likenefs| 
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iikchefe, fuch as an CEdipus, an Electra, an Iphigenia 
in Tauris, in Auiis, a Merope, &c. But what is a 
beauty in Racine, feems in his great fucceflbr to be a 
blemifh. In the former, nothing depends on the life of 
AsTYANAx but what was very natural, the happinefs of 
the mother : in the latter, the fate of a kingdom is grafted 
upon the fortunes of an infant j and I afk your own feel- 
ings, (for no body knows the human heart better) whether 
an audience is likely to take any confiderable intereft in the 
deftiny of a babe, who, when your Zamti has faved him^ 
^ cannot produce any change^ any revolution in the affairs 
of China ? No, fir; the conquered remain in the fame ab- 
jeft ftate of vaflalage, and the prefervation of the infant 
king becomes therefore almoft uninterefting, certainly un- 
important : whereas when the Orphan is grown up to ma- 
turity, when he is a moral agent in the piece, when he has 
a plan for revenging himfelf on the deftroyers of his family^ 
it then becomes a more preffing motive in the Mandarine's 
mind ; nay, it is almoft his duty, in fuch a cafe, to facri- 
fice even his own offspring for the good of his country* 
In your ftory, fir, give me leave to fay, I do not fee what 
end can be anfwered by Zamti's loyajty.: Iiis profpeft of 
any real fervice to his couptry is fo diftant, that it becomes 
almoft chimerical. For this reafon, and becaufe hiftory 
warrants an expulfion of the Tartars ; becaufe it was not upon 
the flrft inroad, but in procefs of time and experience, that 
they learned to incorporate themfelves with the conquered, 
by adopting their laws and cuftoms, I had recourfe to my 
own preconceived notions. Whether I was partially at- 
tached to them, or whether my reafonings upon your fable 
were juft, you, fir, and the public, will determine. 

You will perceive, fir, in the Englifh Orphan a few oc- 
cafional infertions of fentiment fromyour elegant perform-^ 
ance. To ufe the expreifion of Mr. Drvden, when he 
talks of Ben Johnson's imitation of the ancients, you 
will often track me in your fnow* For this I fhall make no 
apology, either to the public or to you : none to the public, 
becaufe they have applauded fome.ftrokes for which I am 
ii:<iebted to you ; and none certainly to you^ becaufe you 
are well aware I have' in this inftance followed the example 
of many admired writers ; Boileau, Corneille, and 
Racine, in France ; and in England, Milton, Mr. Ad- 
PisoN, and Mr. Pope. It was finely faid by you, (I have 
iread the ftory, and take it upon truft) when it was objefiei 

to 
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to the celebrated Metastajsio, as a reproach, that he had 
frequent transfufiohs of thought. from your writings, *' Ah! 
le cher voleur ! il m'a bien embelli." This talent of em- 
fcellifliing I do not pretend to ; to avail myfelf of my read- 
ing, and to improve my own produftiotis, is all I can pre- 
tend to ; and this I flattei- myfelf I have done, not only by 
tranfplanting from you, but alfo from many of the writer^ 
6f antiquity. If the authoritieis I have above 'mehtioned 
were not fui^cient, I could add another very bright exam- 
ple, the example of M. De Voltaire, whom I have often, 
tracked j to ufe the fame expreflioh again, in the /now of 
Shakefpear, ^he fnow of ShakespeaR is but^ cold ex- 
preflion ; but perhaps it will be more agreeable to you, 
than a word of greater energy^ ftrong enough to convey aj 
full idea of the aftonifliing powers of that great man ; for 
We iflanders have remarked of late^ that M. De Voltaire 
has a particular fatisfaftibn in defcahting on the faults of 
that wonderfull genius, the greateft perhaps, that ever exift- 
ed fince the aera of HoMEk. In this trsatment of Shake- 
spear, we obferve, fir, a fpecies of ingratitude; for iii 
inany of your plays we perceive you under obligations ta 
that Savage, as you are pleafed to call him, for fome of 
the ftriking beauties both of your fable and the fentiment* 
Of what is here advanced, it is not now the time to give 
the particular inftances. The number of thofe inftances 
is, however, very confiderable ; in(bmuch, that an ingenious 
and excellent perfon tells me, whenever you fpeak, in your 
evant propos^ in terms degrading of the great Eriglifli bard^ 
he alv/ays deems it a fure prognoftic that your play is the 
better for him. . ^ 

if the great fccnes of Shakespe ar, fir ; if his boundlef^ 
View of all nature, the lawn, the wildernefs, the blafted 
heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, with thunder and 
lightning on their brows ; if thefe cannot ftrike the ima- 
gination of Mr. De Voltaire, how can I expeft that th^ 
ftudied regularity of my little fhrubbery Ihould afford hxvA 
any kind of pleafure ? To drop the metaphor, if the fol- 
lowing tragedy does not appear to you a MONSTRoual 
Farce, it is all I can reafonably expe6l,^ But whatever 
Jnav be your opinion of it, I muft beg that you will not 
make it the criterion by which you would decide concern- 
ing the tafte of the Englifh natiofi, or the prefent ftate of 
literature among us. What you have humbly faid of your-J 
ielfj in order to do honour to yovir nation, I can aflert with 

truth 
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truth of the author of the Englifli Orphan, that he is one 
of the worft poets now in this country. It is true, indeed, 
that the play has been received with uncommon applaufe ; 
that fo elegant a writer as the author of Cr£USA and The 
Roman Father was my critic and my friend 5 and that 
a great deal of very particular honour has been done me by 
many perfons of the firft diftinftion. But, give me leave 
to fay, they all know the faults of the piece as well as 
if it had been difcuffed by the academy of Bellas Lettres. 
We are a generous nation, fir ; and even the fainteft ap- 
proaches to merit, always meet here the warmeft encou- 
ragement. Permit me further to aflure you. In cafe you 
fhould difcover any traces of barbarifm in the ftyle or fable, 
that if you had oeen prefent at the reprefentation, you 
would have feen a theatrical fplendor conduced with a 
bienfeance unknown to thtfcene Francoife. The performers 
of Zaphimri and Hamet, by their interefting manner, 
would have made you regret that you had not enriched 
your piece with two charafters, to which a colourift, like 
you, would have given the moft beautiful touches of the 
pencil, had the idea ftruck your fancy ; and, though a 
weak ftate of health deprived the play of fo fine an aSrefs 
as Mrs. Cibber, you would have beheld in Mandane a 
figure that would adorn any ftage in Europe, and you 
would have acknowledged that her Afting prpmifes to 
equal the elegance of her perfon : moreover, you would 
have feen a Zamt^, whofe exquifite powers are capable of 
adding Pathos and Harmony even to our great. Shake- 
speAr ; and let me add, fir, that the genius of this per- 
former has been in Mahomet, in Merope, and Zara, 
the chief fupport of your own fcenes upon the Engliih ftage. 
Upon the whole, I beg you will not imagine, that I have 
written this Tragedy in the fond hope of eclipfing fo cele- 
brated a writer as M. De Voltaire : I had an humbler 
motive ; propter amorem quod te imitari, aveo. Could I do 
tliat in any diftant degree, it would very amply gratify the 
ambition of, 

Sir, your real admirer, 

and moft humble fervant^ 
London. April 30, 17 eg. 

^ ' The AUTHOR of 

The Orphan of China* 
Vol- L P ' Z E- 
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ut atrum 

Corpore combiberet Venenum ; 

Deliberate morte ferocior, 

HoR. 



PROLOGUE: 

Spoken by Mr. HOLLAND. 

^ F oldy-^—wben Greece m a declining age 

Of lawlefs pow'r had felt the barkrous ragCy 
^This was the tyrant* s a,rt : — He gave a prize 
^0 bim^ who a new pleafure Jhould devife, 

Te tyrants of the Pity whofe cold difdain 
RejeSls and naufeates the repeated Jirain ; 
tVho call for rarities to quicken fenfcj 
Say, do you always the reward difpenfe ? 

Te hards y to whom French wit gives kind relief 
Are ye not oft thefirft — to cry stop thief ! 
Sayy to a brother do you eWe allow 
One little fprigy one leaf to deck his brow? 
No'y fierce inveSlive ftuns the play-wrighf s earsy 
WitSy Poets comer y Ledgers y Gazetteers ? 
^Ttsfaidy the Tartar y eWe he pierce the hearty 
Infcribes his name upon hispoifon'd dart. 
Thatfcheme's rejeSled by eachfcribblingfpark ; 
Our Chriftian fyftem-'—'Jiabs you in the darK 

And yet the defpWate author of to-night 
Dares on the mufes wing another flight ; 
Once morcy a dupe to FamCy forfakes his eafey 
And feels tV ambition here again to pleafe. 

He brings a tale from a far diftant agey 
Ennobled by the grave hijloric page ! * 
Zenobia's woes have touched each poliJJo'd fate y 
"The brighteft eyes of France have mourn' d her fate. 
Harmonious Italy her tribute paidy 
And fung a dirge to her lainerited Jhade. 

Yet think not that we mean to mock the eye 
With pilfered colours of a foreign dye. 

• Tacitus Ann. Lib. 12. Se^. 44, to the end of 51. 

Not 
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Not to tranjlate eur hard his pen doth dip ; 

He takes a play^ as Britons take ajhip \ 

^bey heofve her down*y — with many a fturdy ftroke^ 

Repair her well^ and build with heart of oak. 

S'o ev'ry breeze Jet Britain* s Jireamers free ^ 

New-man her, and away again to fea. 

Tihis is our author's aim ; — and if his art 
Waken to fentiment the feeling heart i 
If in hisfcenes alternate pajjion burn. 
And friendjhipy love^ guilty virtue take their tum\ 
If innocence opprefs*d lie bleeding here, 
Tou^ll give—'tis all he afks — one virtuous tear. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

fHARASMANES^ Mr. AICKIN. 

kHADAMISTUS, Mr. BARRY. 

TERIBAZUS, Mr. HOLLAND* 

ZOPIRON, Mr. PACKER. 

TIGRANES, Mr. HURST. 

MEGISTUS, Mr. HAVARD. 

ZENOBIA, Mrs. BARRY. 

ZELMJRA, Mrs. W. BARRY. 



Attendants, Guards, &c. 



SCENE Ces in Pharafmanes' Camp, on the Banks of the 
Araxes. 



I 
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ACT the FIRST. 



TH R O* the wide camp 'tis awful folittide ! 
On ev'ry tent, which at the morning's dawn 
Rung with the din of arms, deep filence fits > 
Adding new terrors to the dreadful {cgiic I 
My heart dies in me I — hark I — with hideous roar 
The turbulent Araxes foams along, 
And rolls his torrent thro' yon depth of woods! 
*Tis terrible to hear! — who's there? — Zopiron! 
My lord, my huiband, help me, lend your aid. 

Enter Zopiron^ 

Zopiron* 

Why didft thou leave thy tent ? — why thus affli<3: 
Thy anxious breaft? — ere yonder fun Ihall vifit 
The weftern fky, all will be hulh'd to peace, 

Zelmira. 

The interval is horrid ; big with woe. 

With confternation, peril and difmay! 

And oh ! if here, while yet the fate of nations? 

Sufpended hangs upon the doubtful fword. 

If here the trembling heart thus flirink with horror. 

Here in thefe tents, m this impeopled camp. 

Oh J think, Zopiron, in yon field of death 

Where 
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Where numbers foon in purple heaps fliall bleed. 
What feelings there muft throb in ev'ry breaft ? 
How long, ambition, wilt thou ftalk the earth 
And thus lay wafte mankind ! 

ZOPIRON. ' 

This. day at length 

The warlike king, viftorious Pharafmanes 
Clofes the fcene of war. The Roman bands 
But ill can cope with the embattled numbers 
Afia pours forth, a firm undaunted hoft ! ' 
A nation under arms ! and every bofom 
To deeds of glory fir'd ! — Iberia then 

Zelmira. 

Perilh Iberia! may the fons of Rome 
Pour rapid vengeance on her falling ranks. 
That he, who tramples on the rights of nature. 
May fee his vafTals over-whelm'd in ruin. 
May from yon field be led in fuUen chains. 
To grace the triumph of imperial Rome, 
And from th' aflembled fenate humbly learn 
The diftates of humanity and juftice ! 

ZOPIRON. 

Thy generous zeal, thy ev'ry fentiment 
Charms my delighted foul. But thou be cautious> 
And check the rifing ardor that inflames thee. 
The tjrant fpares nor fex, nor innocence. 

Zelmira. 

Indignant of controul, he fpurns each law. 
Each holy fanftion, that reftrains the nations. 
And forms 'twixt man and man the bond of peace* 

Zo- 
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ZOPIROK. 

This is the tyger*s den; with human gore 

For ever floats the pavement -, with the Ihrieks 

Of matrons weeping o'er their flaughter'd fons. 

The cries of virgins to the brutal arms 

Of violation dragg'd, with ceafelefs groans 

Of varied mifery for ever rings 

The dreary region of his curs'd domain. 

Zelmira. 

To multiply his crimes, a beauteous captive, 
Th' afflifted Ariana — Ihe — for her. 
For that fair excellence my bofom bleeds ! 
She, in the prime of ev'ry blooming grace. 
When next the glowing hour of riot comes. 
Shall fall a viftim to his bafe defires. 

ZOPIRON. 

The bounteous gods may fuccour virtue ftill I 
In this day's battle, which perhaps e're now 
The charging hofts have join'd, ihould Roman valour 
Prevail o'er Afia's numbers — 

Zelmira. 
That event 

Is all our hope. — And lo! on yonder rampart 
Trembling with wild anxiety Ihe ftands. 
Invokes each god, and bids her ftraining eye 
Explore the dittant field, 

ZOPIRON. 

Yes, there Ihe's fix'd 
A ftatue of defpair l-^— That tender bofom 
Heaves with no common grief: I've mark'd her oft,^ 
And if I read aright, fome mighty caufe* 
Of hoarded anguifli, fome peculiar woe 
Vol. h Q^ Preys 
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Preys on her mind unfeen! — But, ha! behold. 
She faints ; — her fears too powerful for her fame 
Sink that frail beauty drooping to the earth. 

{E^cit baftilj^ 

Zelmira. 

Hafte, fly, 2^piron, fly with inftant fuccour ; 
Afluage the forrows of that gentle fpirit! 
Her fluttering fenfe returns; — and now this way 
The virgins lead her. — May the avenging gods ! 
In pity of the woes fuch virtue feels. 
In pity of the wrongs a world endures. 
With pow'r refiftlefs arm the Roman legions. 
That they may hurl in one coUefted blow 
Aflur'd deflruftion on the tyrant's head ! 

Enter Zenobia, leaning on two attendants. 

Zenobia. 

A little onward, ftill a little onward 
Support my ileps — 

Zelmira. 
How fares it, madam, now? 

Zenobia. 

My ftrength returns ; I thank ye, gen'rous maids. 
And would I could requite you : fruitlefs thanks 
Are all a wretch can give. 

Firft attendant. 
The gentle^ office • 

Of mild benevolence our nature ^^rompts; 
Your merit too commands : on Ariana 
We tend with. willing, with delighted care. 
And that delight o'er pays us for our trouble. 
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Zenobia. 

Your cares for me denote a heart that feels 

For others woes, Methinks with ftrength renewed 

I could adventure forth again. 

Second attendants 
*Twere beft 

Hepofe your wearied ipirits. We will fcek 
^on rifing ground, and bring the fwifteft tidings 
Of all the mingled tumult. 

Zenqbia. 

Go, my virgins ; 

Watch well each movement of the marfhalPd fieldi 
Each turn of fortune; let me know it alii 
Each varying circumftance* 

Zenobia, Zelmira. 

Zelmira^ 

And will you thus. 
Be doom'd for ever, Ariana, thus 
A willing prey to vifionary ills. 
The felf-confuming votarift of care ? 

Zenobia. 

Alas ! Pm doom'd to weep ; the wrath of heav'n 
With inexhaufted vengeance follows (till. 
And each day comes with aggravated woes* 

Zelmira. 

Yet when Iberians king, when Pharafmanes, 
With all a lover's fondnefs — 

CL2 Zs- 
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Zenobia. 

Name him hot ! 

Name not a monfter horribk with blood. 

The widows, orphans, and the virgin's tears ! 

Zelmira. 

Yet favage as he is, at fight of thee , 

Each fiercer paflion foftens into love. 
To you he bends; the monarch of the eaft 
Dejefted droops beneath your cold difdain. 
And all the tyranny of female pride. 

Zenobia. 

That pride is virtue; virtue that abhors 
The tyrant reeking from a brother's murder ! 
Oh! Mithridates ! ever honour'd fhade ! 
Peaceful he reign'd, difpeftfing good around him. 
In the mild eye of honourable days ! 
Thro' all heir peopled realm Armenia felt 
His equal fway ; the funfet of his pow'r 
With fainter beams, but undiminifh'd glory, 
Still Ihone ferene, while ev'ry confcious fubjeft 
With tears of praife beheld his calm decline. 
And blefs'd the parting ray! yet then, Zelmira, 
Oh ! faft accurs'd ! yes Pharafmanes then, 
Detefted perfidy ! nor ties of blood. 
Nor facred laws, nor the juft gods reftrain him ; 
In the dead midnight hour the fell affaflin 
Rulh'd on the flumber of the virtuous man j 
His life blood gufli'd; the venerable king 
Wak'd, faw a brother arm'd againft his life. 
Forgave him and expired ! 

Zelmira. 
Yet wherefore open 

Afrelh the wounds, which time long fince hath clos'd i 
This day confirms his fcepter in his hand. 

Ze- 
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Zenobia. 

CZonfirms his fceptre ! — his! — indignant gods, 
N^ill no red vengeance fronn your llores of wrath 
^Tirft down to crufh the tyrant in his guilt ? 
!t^is fceptre, faidft thou ? urge that word no morci 
TThe fceptre of his fon ! the folemn right 
<Z> f Rhadamiftus ! Mithridates' choice, 
TThat caird him to his daughter's nuptial bed, 
-Approved him lineal heir; confenting nobles, 
^JLhe public will, the fanftion of the laws, 
-AH ratified his claim ; yet curs'd ambition, 
XDeaf to a nation's voice, a nation's charter, 
XSor fatisficd to fill Iberia's throne, 
^R4ade war, unnatural war, againft a fon, 
XJfurp'd his crown, and with remorfelefs rage 
JPurfued his life. 

Zelmira. 

Can Ariana plead 

For fuch a fon ? means (he to varnifh o'er 

The guilt of Rhadamiftus ? 

Zenobia. 
Guilt, Zelmira! 

Zelmira. 

Guilt that (hopts horror thro' my aching heart ! 
Poor loft Zenobia ! 

Zenobia. 

Aiid do her misfortunes 

Awaken tender pity in your breaft ? 

Zelmira. 
^U-fated prijmcefs ! in her vernal bloom 
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By a falfe hufband murdered ! from the ftem 
A Rofe-bud torn, and in fome defert cave 
Thrown by to moulder into filent duft 1 

Zenobia. 

You knew not Rhadamiftus ! Pharafinanes 
Knew not the early virtues of his fbn. 
As yet an infant, in his tend'reft years 
His father fent him to Armenia's court. 
That Mithridates' care might form his mind 
To arts, to wifdom, and to manners worthy 
Armenia's fceptre, and Zenobia's love. 
The world delighted faw each dawning virtue. 
Each namelefs grace to full perfe6tion rifing ! 
Oh ! he was all the fondeft maid could wifh. 
All ti*uth, all honour, tendernefs and love ! 
Yet from his empire thrown ! with mercilefs fury 
His father following, flaughter raging round. 
What could the hero in that dire extreme ? 

Zelmira. ' 

Thofe ftrong impaflion'd looks ! fome fatal hcxtt 
Works in her heart, and melts her into tears. \/1fide. 

Zenobiac 

Driv'n to the margin of Araxes' flood. 
No means of flight, aghaft he look'd around : 
Wild throbb'd his bofom with conflifting paflions. 
And mufl: I then ? tears gufli'd and choak'd his voice. 
And muft I leave thee then Zenobia ? muft 
Thy beauteous form — he paus'd, then aim'd a po- 
niard 
At his great heart — but oh ! I rufh'd upon him. 
And with thefe arms clofe-wreathing round his necl 
With all the vehemence of pray'rs and (hrieks, 
Implor'd the only boon he then could grant 
To perifh with him in a fond embrace. 

Th 
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The foe drew near; time prefs'd, no way was left.i 
He clafp'd me to his heart j together both, 
Lock'd in the folds of love, we plung'd at once. 
And fought a requiem in the roaring flood. 

Z£LMIRA. , 

This wondrous tale, this fudden burft of paffion, 

Zenobia. 

Ha! — whither has my frenzy led me? — hark! 
That found of triumph! loft, for ever loft ! 
Ruin'd Armenia ! oh I devoted race ! 

Aficurijh of trumpets. 

Enter Tigranes, Soldiers, andfome Prifoners. 

Zenobia. 

Thy looks, Tigranes, indicate thy purpofe ! 
The armies met, and Pharafmanes conquer'd ; 
Is it not fo ? 

Tigranes. 

As yet with pent up fury ^ 

The foldier pants to let deftruftion loofe. 
With eager fpeed we urg'd our rapid march. 
To where the Romans tented in tlje vale 
With cold delay protraft the lingering war. 
At our approach their fcanty numbers form'd 
Their feeble lines, the future prey of vengeance. 

Zenobia. 

And wherefore, when thy fword demands its fharc 
Of havock in that fcene of blood and horror, 
Wherefore rcturn'ft thou to this lonely camp ? 

Tigranes* 
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TlGRANES. 

With cautious eye as I explored the foreft. 
Which rifes thick near yonder ridge of mountains. 
And ftretches o'er th' interminable plain, 
I faw thefe captives in the gloomy wood 
Seeking with filent march the Roman legions. 
Here in this camp 'tis Pharafmanes' will 
They wait their death in mifery of torment. 

Zenobia. 

Unhappy men ! and muft they — ha!— that face. 
That aged mien ! that venerable form ! 
Immortal pow'rs ! — is it my more than fathers^ 
Is that Megiftus ? 

Megistus. 
Ariana here ! 

Gods ! could I ever hope to fee her more ? 
Thou virtuous maid ! thou darling of my age ! 

Zenobia. 

It IS — it is Megiftus ! — once again 
Thus let me fall and clafp his rev'rerid knee^ 
Print the warm kifs of gratitude and love 
Upon his trembling hand, and pour the tears^ 
The mingled tears of wonder and of joy. 

Megistus. 
Rife, Ariana, rife : allmighty gods ! - 
The tide of joy and tranfport pours too faft 
Along thefe withered veins : it is too much 
For a poor weak old man, worn out with grief 
And palfied age, it is too much to bear! 
Oh ! Ariana, daughter of affliftion. 
Have I then found thee? do I thus behold thee ! 
Now I can die content ! 
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Zenobia. 
iThou beft of men ! . . 

Thcfe joys our tears and looks can only fpeak, 

Megistus. 

Ybt they are cruel joys : myfterious Heav'rt I 
You bid the ftorm o'ercaft our darkfome ways ; 
You gild the cloud with gleams of cheering light ; 
Then comes a breath from you, and all is vanilh'd! 

ZfiNOBTAi 

Wherefore dejcfted thus ? 

Megistus^ 

Alas ! to meet thee 

But for a moment, and then part for ever I 
To add to thy affliftibns, wound that bofom 
Where mild affeftion, where each virtue dwells, 
Juft to behold thee, and then clofe my eyes 
In endlefs night, while you furvey my pangs 
in the approaching agony of torment. 

Zenobia. 

Talk not of agony ; 'tis rapture all ! 

And who has pow'r to tear thee from my heart ? 

MeGISTUSa 

Alas! the charge of vile imputed guilt— -^ 

Zenobia. 

I knpw thy truth, thy pure exalted mind, 
Thy fenfe of noble deeds— inlputed guilt ! 
Oh! none will dare — haft thou Tigranes ?— what, 
VoL^L R . What 



: 



>iai Z E N O B I A. 

What is his crime? — blulh, foul traducer, blufli! 
Oh ! (to Megiftus) the wide world muft own thy ev*ry 
virtue. 

TiGRANES. 

If in the confcious foreft I beheld 
Their dark complottings-— 

Zenobia* 

Peace, vile fland'rer, peace ! 

Thou know'ft who captivates a monarch's hearts 

*Tis I protect him; Ariana does it ! 

Thou, venerable man ! in my pavillion 

rU lodge thee fafe from danger. Oh ! this joy. 

This beft fupreme delight the gods have fent. 

In pity for whole years of countlefs woe. 

[Exit with Megiftus. 

Zelmira, Tigranes. 

TiGRANES. 

With what wild fury her conflifting paflions 
Rife to a ftorm, a tempeft of the foul ! 
1 know the latent caufe: her heart revolts. 
And leagues in fecret with the Roman arms. 

Zelmira, 

Beware Tigranes j that excefs of joy, 
Thofe quick, thofe varied paflions flrongly fpeak 
The ftranger has an int'reft in her heart. 
Befides, thou know'ft o'er Pharafmanes'-will 
She holds fupreme dominion. 

TlGRANESi 

True, Ihe rules him * 
With boundlefs fway. - * 
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Zelmika, 

Nay, moi« to wake thy fears. 
The youthful prince, the valiant Teribazus 
In fecret fighs, and feels the ray of beauty 
Through ev'ry fenfe foft-thrilling to his heart. 
He too bccooies thy foe. 

TiGRANESr 

Unguarded man ! 

Whatever he loves or hates, with generous warmth. 

As nature prompts, that dares he to avow. 

And lets each paffion Hand confefs'd to viewi 

Such too is Ariana ; bold and open 

She kindly gives inftrudtions to her foe, 

Tomarr her beft deligns, 

Zelmira*^ 

Her foe, Tigranes ! 

That lovely form infhrines the gentleft virtues', 
Softeft compaflion, unaffefted wifdom. 
To outward beauty lending higher charms 
Adorning and adorn'd 1 the gen'rous prince. 
He too, full well thou know'ft him — he unites 
In the heroic mould of manly firmnefs. 
Each mild attractive art — oh ! furely none 
Envy the fair renown that's earn'd by virtue. 

Tigranes. 
None fliould Zelmira ! ha ! thofe warlike notes ! 

Enter Teribazus. 

Teribazus. 

Each weary foldier reft upon his arms. 
And wait the King's return. Zelmira fay, 

R 2 In 
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In thefe dark moments of impending horror. 

How fares thy beauteous friend? her tender fpirit f^ 

But ill fupports the fierce alarms of war. 

Enter Zenobia. 

Zenobia* 

Where is he? let me fly! oh! Pharafmanes,— - 
Methought thofe founds befpoke the King's approach; 
Oh ! Teribazus, tell me, have the fates — 
This horrible fufpenfe. 

Teribazus* 

I came, bright maid, 
To.hufh the wild emotions of thy heart. 
Devouring flaughter for a while fufpends 
His ruthlefs rage ; as either hoft advanced 
In dread array, and from the burnilh'd arms 
Of Afia's ranks redoubled funbeams play'd. 
Burning with bright diverfities of day. 
Came forth an herald from the Roman camp 
With proferr'd terms : my father deign'd for once 
To yield to mild perfuafion : in his tent 
Th' ambaflador or Rome will foon attend him 
To fheathe the fword, and give the nations peace. 

Zenobia. 

But oh ! no peace for me, misfortune's heir ! 
The wretched heir of mifery ! but now 
A more than father found, — yet cruel men 
Would tear him from me — gen'rous, gen'rous prince, 
Spare an old man, whofe head is white with age. 
Nor Jet 'em wound me with the fliarpefl: pang 
That ever tortur'd a poor bleeding heart. 



Teribazus. 
Aiife my fairj let not' a ftorm of grief 



Thus 
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Thus bend to earth my Ariana's beauties; 

Soon fhall they all revive — ^ 

Zenobia. 

They brought him fetter'd^ 

Bound like a murderer ! — Tigranes, — he. 

This is the author of the horrid charge : 

He threatens inftant death : but oh ! proteft, 

Proteft an innocent, a good old man. 

Or ftretch me with him on the mournful bier. 

Teribazus. 

By Heav'n, whoe'er he is, fmce dear to you. 
He (hall not fufFen Quick, direft me to him^ 
My guards fhall fafe inclofe him, 

Zenobia, 

In my pavillion 
He waits his doom. 

Teribazus. 

Myfelf will bear the tidings 

Of life, of joy, and liberty reftor'd. 

And thou artificer of ill, thou falfe. 

Thou vile defamer ! leave thy treacherous arts. 

Nor dare accufe whom Ariana loves. 

Zenobia, Zelmira. 

Zenobia. 

Zelmira, this is happinefs fupreme ! 

Oh ! to have met with unexampFd goodnefs 

To owe my all, my very life itfelf. 

To an unknown but hofpitable hand. 

And thus enabled by the bounteous gods. 

To pay the vaft, vaft debt ! 'tis ecftacy 



That 
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That fwells above all bounds^ till the fond heart 
Ache with delight, and thus run o'er in tears, 

Zelmira. 

What muft Zelmira think? at firft your tongue 
Grew lavifh in the praife of Rhadamiftus, 
"With hints obfcure touching your high defcentj 
And now this hoary fage— is he your father ? 
My mind i^ loft in wonder and in doubt. . 

Zenobia. 

Then to difpel thy doubts, and tell at once 
What deep referve has hid within my heart, 
I am Zenobia ! I that ill-ftarr'd wretch ! 
The daughter of a fcepter'd anceftry. 
And now the flave of Mithridates' brother 1 

Zelmira. 

Long loft Zenobia, and reftor'd at length ! 

I am your fubjedts oh! my queen! my fov'reign! 

Zenobia. 

Thou gen'rous friend ! rife, my Zelmira, rife^ 
That good old man ! — oh ! it was he beheld mc 
Borne far away from Rhadamiftiis' arms, 
Juft perifhing, juft loft ! — 
He dafh'd into the flood, redeemed me thence. 
And brought me back to life. My op'ning eyes 
Juft faw the light, and clos'd again to fliun it- _ 
Each vital pow'r was funk, but he, well fkill'd 
In potent herbs, recall'd my fluttering foul. 

Zelmira. . 
May the propitious gods reward his care. 
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Zenobia. 

With me he fav'd a dear, a precious boy, 
Then in the womb conceal'd ; he fav'd my child 
To trace his father's lov'd refemblance to me. 
The dear, dear offspring of our bridal loves. 

Zelmira. 
oil ! bleflings on him, bleflings on his head ! 

Zenobia. 

Relign'd and patient I fince dwelt with him. 

Far in the mazes of a winding wood, 

Midft hoary mountains, and deep cavern'd rocks. 

But oh ! the fond idea of my lord 

Purfued me ftill, or in the cavern'd rock. 

The mountain's brow, and pendent foreft's gloom. 

The fun look'djoylefs down ; each lonely night 

Heard my griefs ecchoing thro' the woodland ihadc* 

My infant Rhadamiftus ! — he is loft. 

He too is wrefted from me ! — 'midft the rage 

And the wide wafte q£ war, the hell-hound troops 

Of Pharafmanes fought my lone retreat. 

And from the violated ftiades, from all 

My foul held dear, the barb'rous rufHans tore me. 

And never Ihall the wretched mother fee 

Her child again ! 

Zelmira! 

Heaven may reftore him ftill ^ 

May ftill reftore your royal huft3and too. 

Who knows but fome protecting god— - 

Zenobia. 
No god. 

No guardian pow'r was prefent* ' He is loft ! 
Oh! Rhadamiftus!— -oh] my honoured lord! 

N« 
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No pitying eye beheld thy decent form; 
The rolling flood devoured thee ! thou haft found 
A watry grave, and the laft difmal accents * 
That trembled on thy tongue, came bubbling up. 
And murmur'd loft Zenobia ! 

Zelmira^ 

Yet be calm. 

The gods may bring redrefs : even now they give 

To mifery like thine, the heartfelt joy 

Of fliielding injiir^d virtue. 

Zenobia. 

Yes, Zelmira, 

That pure delight is mine, a ray from Heav'h 
That bids afflidtion fmik — All gracious pow'rs ! 
Make me your agent here to fave Megiftus, 
ril bear the load of life, bear all its ills 
Till you fliall bid this fad world-weary Ipirit 
To peaceful regions wing her happy flight. 
And feek my lord in the^dark realms of night j 
Seek his dear fliade in ev'ry penfive grove. 
And bear him all my conftancy and love. 



End of the FIRST ACT. 
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ACT the SECOND. 

TiGRANES. 

AFalfe aocufer deem'd ! artificer of fraud ! 
Thofe words intemp'rate boy ; thy phrenzy ,toOj 
Deluded fair ! fhall coft you dear atonennent. 

[Grand warlike tnujic. 

A Military ProGeJJion : Enter Pharasmanes, 6fr.. - 

Pharasmanes. 

At length the fame.of Pharafmantfs* arms 

Hath aw'd the nations round : Rome (brinks agl^ift 

With pale difmay, recalls her trembling legions. 

And deprecates the war. Oh ! what a fcene 

Of glorious havoc had yon field beheld, . 

If peaceful coimfels had not checked my fury 1 ' 

Valiant Tigranes, thofe rebellious flaves, 

Thy care detefted, have they fufFer*d death ? 

Tigranes* 
Your pardon*. Sir : I would not utter aught 
Should injure Teribazus. 

Pharasmanes. 

Ha ! — proceed. 

And give me all the truth. 

Tigranes. 

By his command — 

His tender nature deemed it baibVous tigour^ 

To urge their fentence. 

VpL. I, - S PriA- 
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PRARASMANES. 

Vain a^iring bojr ! 

Tell Teriba2us9 T Enter Zekobia] 

—tell tk' imthinking prince, 
Thefe praftices of popular demeapour^ 
Are treafbn to his tamer : !et him know 
Thro^ ^ide Armenia and Iberia's realm 
Mj will isfate: the fiaves Ihall meet their doom. 

Zekobia. 

Oh ! miffhtyKin^)— ^thus bending lowly dowHj 
An humble fiqpphant— 

Phakasmanes, 

Arianaheref 

Thou beauteous mourner, let no care molcft 
Thy tender bofbm -, rife and bid thv charms 
Beam forth thy gentleft luftre^ to aoom 
The glories of my triumph. 

Zekobia. 

-> • 

Oh! a wretch like me 

It beft befiu thus groveling on the earth 

To bathe your feet with tears. 

P^yiHASMAKES* 

It^uft not be : [H^ rmfes h^r. 

By Heav'n renown in arms, -ininun attends me. 
It the loVd graces of thy matchlefs form 
Are thus deprefs'd and lanmiifli in affiidionj 
Like floVrs that droop and hang their pining headi 
Beneath the rigour of relentlefs ikies. 

ZEKOBIA. 

If thou would'ft raife me from the depths of woe. 

For* 
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Forgive thofe captives, whom thy fatal anger 
Adjudg'd to death, nor let ill*tim'd refentment 
Fall on the prince your fon. 'Twat I— my ttait^ 
My piercing lamentations won his heart 
To arreft their doom. 

PharasMakis* 

For traitors to my crown 
Dees Ariana plead ? 

Zenobia. 

For mild humanity 

My ftmpliant voice is rais*d • I point the meani 

To add new glory to your fame m arms. 

In nought fo near can men approach the gods 

As the dear z& of giving life to others. 

In feats of war the glory is divided. 

To all imparted, to eacn common man^ 

And fortune too fhall vindicate her (hare. 

But of fweet mercy, the vaft, vaft renown 

Is all your own ; nor officer nor foldier 

Can claim a part : the praile, the honoured pr»le^ 

Adorns the vi£bor, nor is the eccho loft 

'Midft fliouts of armies, and the trumpet's found. 

He conquers even viftory itlelf. 

Than hero more — a bleffii^ to the world I 

Pharasmanss. 

Ha { wherefore ui^nt thus ? — amidft the band 
Is there who claims thy ibft folicitude ? 

Zenobia. 

A hoary fsu^ — alas i a more than father. 
The beft of men, prcferver of my being, 
A blamelefs (hepherd ! rude of fraud and guilt. 
Innoxious thro' his life — oh t mighty King, 
Spare an old man^ a venerable fire ! 

S a Nought 
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Nought has your fortune greater than the pow'r : 
To fcrvc hynnanity ! — fhew that your heart 
Has the fweetr grace, the gen'rous virtue too ! 

Pharasmanes. 

My foul relents, and yields to thy entreaty. 
Thy violence of pra/r : releafe him ftreight : 
My brighteft honours wait him ; honours fit - 
For him who gave thee birth ; for him whofe virtue 
Thy gen'rous foul deems worthy its efteem. 

Zenobia. 
Our humble -ftation feeks nor pomp nor fplendor : 
We only afk, unenvied and obfcure. 
To live in blamelefs innocence ; to feek 
Our calm retreat, embraced in depth of woods. 
And dwell with peace and humble virtue there, 

Pharasmanes. 
That cold difdain, which ftiuns admiring eyes, 
Attrafts the more, exalting ev'ry charm. 
No more of humble birth ; thy matchlefs beauty. 
Like gems, that in the mine conceal their luftre. 
Was form\i to dignify the eaftern throne. 
My fceptre, that ftrikes terror to each heart, 
Grac'd by thy decent hand fhall make each fubjcft 
Adore thy fofter fway : The glorious asra 
Of Pharafmanes* love, his date of empire 
With Ariana fhar'd, henceforth begins. 
And leads the laughing hours. But firft the ftorm 
Of war and wild commotion muft be hufli'd. 
That mighty care now calls me to my thrc-ne. 
To give the Roman audience ; audience fit 
To ftrike a citizen of Rome with awe. 
When he- beholds the majefty of Kings. . [goings 

Ente^ 
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Enter Teribazxjs. 

Teribazus. 
Dread Sir, the Roman embafly approaches. 
From yonder rampart, that invefts your camp^ 
I'heal-d their horfes hoofs with eager Ipeed 
fieat the refounding foil. 

Pharasmanes, 

Let 'em approach. 

And thou, whofe arrogance — but I forbear 
When Ariana pardons, my refentment 
Yields to her fmiles, and looks away its rage. 
As when the crimes of men Jove's wrath demand. 
And the red thunder quivers in his- hand ; 
The queen of love his vengeance can difarm 
With the foft eloquence of every charm r 
Controul'his paflions with refiftlefs fway. 
And the impending ftorm fmile to fereneft day. 

[Exii with his traliu 

Zenqbia, Teribazus. 

And may I then once nwre, thou bright perfeftion. 
May Teribazus once agdn approach thee. 
While thus my father, my ambitious father. 
At fight of thee forgets his cruel nature. 
And wonders how he feels thy beauty's powV ? 
Oh ! may I — but I'm too importunate ; 
Your looks rebuke me from you, and I fee 
How hateful I am grown. 

Zenobia. 

Miftake me not. 

Nor raihly thus arraign the looks of one, ' 

Whofe heart lies bleeding here — thy gen'rous worth 
Is oft the live-long day my fav'rite theme.^ 

But 



. 
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I 

But oh ! for me, for wretched Ariana^ 

The god of love long fincc hath quench'd his torch, 

And ev*ry fource of joy lies dead within me. 

TSRIBASUS. 

That cold averted look !-^but I ann us'd 

To bear jour fcorju your fcorn that wounds the 

deeper, 
Maflc'd as it is with pity and efteem. 
Yet love incurable, relentlefs love 
Bums here a conftant flame ; it rifes ftill. 
And will to madncfs kindle, fhould I fee 
That hoard of iwcets, that treafury of charms 
Yield to another, to a barb'rous rival 
Who perfecutes a fon to his undoing, 

ZZNOBIA. 

If Ariana's happinefs would wound thee, 
Thou'lt ne*er have caufe to murmur or repine. 
Nought can divorce me from the black ddpair 
To which I've long been wedded* — 

Teribazus. 

Calm difdain, 

I grant you, well becomes the tjrrant fair 
Whom Pharafmanes deftines for his throne. 
But oh ! in pity to this breaking heart. 
Give me, in mercy give fome other rival. 
Whom I may ftab, without renriorfe may ftab, 
'Midft his delight, in all his heav*n of bliis. 
And fpum him from the joys, that fcorpion-like 
Shoot anguifh here, here thro' my very foul. 

Zenobia. 

Alas ! too genVous prince, the gods long fincc 
Between us both fix'd their eternal bar. 

tiRr ^ 
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What fay'ft thou Ariana ?— ha ! beware. 
Nor urge me to deftradion — love lilae mine. 
Fierce, generous, wild, with difappaintment wild^ 
May roufe my defp'rate rage to do a deed 
Will make all nature fhudder. Love defpis'd 
Not always can refpedl the ties of nature ! 
Driven to extremes the tend'reft pallion icom'd 
May hate at length the obje<^ it adores. 
And ftung to madnefs — no ! — inhuman fair. 
You ftill muft be, — in all viciflitudes. 
In all the fcenes misfortune has in ftore. 
You ftill muft be the fov'reign of my foul* 
But for the favoured, for the happy rival, 
^ By heav*n, whoe'er he be, defpair and phrenzy 
May ftrike the blow, and da(h him from your arms 
A facrifice to violated love. 

ZsvroftiA. 

Why tfiusdiftraA yourfelf with vain fufpicioijs ? 

You have no rival, whom your rage can murder ; . 

None in the pow'r of fate — oh ! Teribazus, 

The wretched Ariana, long, long fincc — 

My heart fwefis o'er — I cannot fpeak — a dut^, 

A rigorous duty bids me ne'er accept 

Thy proferr'd love ; a duty, which, if known. 

Would in eternal filence feal thy vows. 

Turn all thy rage to tearSy and, oh ! my prince ! 

Bid thee tcfy€& calamities like mine. [Exii. 

Teribazus. 

Yet Ariana ftay, turn, turn and hear me ; 
She's gone, the cruel, unrelenting fair ! 
And leaves me thus to mifery of foul 



ijfi Z E N O B I A^ 

Enter Zopiron. 

Flamminius, from the Romans is arrived. 

And bears the olive-branch: the King your father 

Afiembles all his nobles. 

Teribazus. 

Say, Zopiron, 

Does Rome yield up Armenia ? 

Zopiron. 

Rome is ftill 

The fcourge of lawlefs pow*r : a people's rights 
The confcript fathers have refolv'd to Ihield, 
And to the lineal heir aflert the crown. 

Teribazus. 

May the ftern god of battles aid their arms. 
And fight with the deliverers of mankind ! 
Unnatural father I that would feize my fcepter. 
Mine as my brother's heir, and ravifli with it 
The idol of my foul ! but now no more 
His tyranny prevails ; to empire rais'd, 
Twill be the pride of my exulting heart. 
To lay my crown at Ariana's feet. 

\EyiU 

ZoPiROisr. 

Unhappy prince ! fliould Pharafmanes know 
His ardent paffion for the captive maid, 
I dread th' event : may Rome's ambaflador. 
Oh ! may he come with concord in his train. 
And far avert the ills my heart forbodes ! 
But lo ! Flamminius, 



I 
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Enter Rhadamistus; 

Zopirok; 

Welcome to thefe tents 
The harbinger of peace I 

RhadamistitS; 

!)6es your King know 
Flamminius waits his leiiure ? 

ZopiRow; 

He prepares 

To hear you^ Roman ! 

RHADAMistUS. 

As I tread his camp . 

There is I know not what of horror flibots 
Thro' all my frame, and difconcerted reafon 
Sufpehds her funftion. A black train of crimes; 
Mul-ders, and lufl:, and rat)ine, cities fack'd. 
Nations laid wafte by the deftructive fword, 
A thoufalid ruthlefs deeds all rife to view. 
And Ihake my inmoft foul, as I approach 
The author of calamity and ruin. 

ZOPIRON. 

Then from a Roman, from a fon of frecdon^, 
Let the fell tyrant hear the voice of truth. 
The ftrong refiftlefs ftrain, which liberty 
JBreathe^ in hei* Capitoli till his proud Jheart 
Shudder with inward horror at itfclf. 

Rhadamistus. 
In Pharafmancs' camp that honeft ftile ! 
Vol. i. T Thy 
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Thy vifage bears the charafters of virtue* 
Wilt thou impart thy name and quality ? 

ZoPIRON* 

f n me you fee Zopiron ! deem me not 

A vile abettor of the tyrant's guilt. 

To me Armenia trufts her facred rights ; 

Hither her chofen delegate (he fends me. 

At the tribunal of Iberia's King, 

To plead her caufe, an mjur'd people's caufe \ 

Oh ! never, never fliall my native land 

Yield to a vile ufurper. 

RriADAMISTtJS. 

Rome has heard 

Thy patriot toil for freedom : Rhadamiftus 
Has heard thy gen'rous ardor in his caufe. 
And pants to recompence thy truth and zeaL 

Z0I>IR0N* 

Oh ! narhe not Rhadamiftus ; now no more 
The god-like youth ftiall blefs Armenia's realm^ 
The ^tes juft fhew'd him to the woild'ring worlds 
And then untimely fnatch'd him from our fight I 

Rhadamistus* 
And didft thou know ti^ prince ? 

ZOPIRON. 

My lot fevere 

Denied that tranfport j but the voice of fame 

Endears his memory* 

RHAOAMlStUS- 

A time may come 

When you may meet, and both in friendlhip burn# 

Still Rhadamiftus lives !-^- 

Zo 
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ZoPlKQNf 

Said'ft thou Flammiijiius ! — 
Lives he? 

RllADAMISTUS, 

Still he flirvives ; from death and peril 
Sav'd by a miracle ! and now for him 
Rome claims Armenia. 

ZOPIRON, 

Claims Armenia for him ! 

For Rhadamiftus claims !—- -and will ye, gods I 

Still will ye giye him to a nation's pray'rs ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Alas ! he lives ; — heart-broken, defolate^ 
In Ibrrqw plung'd, abandoned to defpair I . 

ZOPIRON. 

The righteous gods will vindicate his eaufe. 
His lov'd Zenobia, Mithridates' daughter. 
That ev'ry excellence, does Ihe too live ? 
Have the indulgent powV^ watch'd o'er her fate^ 
And fav'd her for her people ? 

Rhapamistus, 

There, Zopiron, 

There lies the wound that pierces to his foul. 

The fliarpeft pang, that rends, that cleaves his heart* 

Oh ! never more ihall lovely loft Zenobia, 

That angel fbrm, that pattern of all goodnefs, 

No, never more — fj^e's gone, for ever gone ! 

Thou would'ft not think — iher barbVous, cruel huf-» 

band — 
With his own hand — the recoUeftcd t;ale 

T 8 Of 
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Of horror fliakes my frame to diffolution ! 

Oh ! — loft Zenobia — oh ! — [^Falls into ajwom^ 

ZOPIRON, 

He faints; he falls! 

Can Roman ftoicifm thus diflblve 

In tender pity ? rife, Flamminius, rife ; 

He ftirs ; he breathes ; and life begins to wander 

O'er his pale trembling cheek. Refume thy ftrengt^ 

And like a Roman triumph o'er your tears. 

Rhadamistus, 

rU not be forc'd back to a wretched world, 
No ; — let me, — let me die. 



The cheerftil light— what can this anguifh nieap ?- 



Zopii^ON, 
His eyes rejedt 
^ \ 

Rhadamistus. 
You do feut wafte your pains ; it is in vain ! 
Away an4 leave a murd'rer to his woes. 

ZOPIRON. 

Why thus accufe thyfelf ? I'll not believe it^ 
Thus let me raife thee from the earth 

Rhadamistus, 
Alas! (rtftngy^-; 
JJeipair weighs heavy on me. 

ZoPIRON, 

Still I muft 

Controyl this fuddcn phrenzy. 



^HA- 
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Rhadamistus, 

Oh ! — Zopirpn, 
Here^ — here it lie§, 

ZOPIRON, 

Unburthen all, and eafe 

Your loaded hear? — it capnot be ; thpu never wer( 

A rnurd'rer!— - 

Rhadamistus. 

Yes !— -the horror of the world ! 
A murd'rous wretclf ! the fatal Rhadamiftus ! 
^Twas |-Tr-thefe felon hands I — with treach'rous love 
I clalp'd her in this cur^'d embrace ^ I bore hei* 
In thefe detefted arms, and gave that beauty^ 
That tender form to the devouring waves. 
Plunge me, ye fuqes, in your lakes of fire ; 
Here fix, — fix all ypur vultures in my heart ! 
And lo ! they rufli upon me (ftarts up) fee ! fee there! 
With racks and wheels they come;— they tear n;e 

piece-meal — 
^Tisjuft Zenobia! — I deferve it all— 

[Falls upon Zopiron, 

ZOPIRON. 

Aflift him guardian pow'rs ! your own high will 
Guides thefe events ! revive, my prince, revive 1 

JIfudamistus. 

Why thus recp,ll me to delpair and horror ? 
To bid me hate th« light, deteft myfe|f. 
Traitor to nature, traitor to my love ! 
And yet, Zopiron, — yet I am not plung'd 
So far in guilt, but thou may'ft pity 'me ! 
H^av'n,. J atteft^ yes you can witnefs gods ! 

I meant 
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I meant to perifh with her; but the fates 
Denied that comfort ; froni her circling arms 
The torrent bore nie far : expiring, fenfelefs, , 
Gafping in death, the overflowing tide 
Impetuous drove me on th' unwifh'd for fliore. 
There fopn deferted by the mercilefs ftream 
A band of Romans, as from Syria's frontier 
They rang'd the country round^ defcried me ftretcW 
Pale and inanimate ; with barb'rous pity 
They lent their aid, and chair^'d mc to the rack 
Of inaufpicious life ! 

ZOPIRON, 

For wond'rous ends 

Myfterious Providence has ftill referv'd you^ 
To circulate the happinefs of millions, 
A patriot prince ! 

Rhadamistus. 
Would they h^d let me perifh ! 
What has a wretch like me to do in life, 
When my Zenobia's loft ? 'tis true, my friend^ 
She begg'd to die s but that pathetic look. 
Her tears, embraces, and thofe ftreaming eye$ 
Still beauteous in diftrefs ! each winning grace^ 
Her ev'ry charm fhould have f6rbi4 the de^d^ 
And pleaded for her life ! 

ZOPIRON, 

^nd yet, my prince. 

When felf-acquitting confcience— r: 

Rhadamistus, 

Self-condemn'd 

My foul is rack'd, is tortured ! not her child. 
Her unborn infant, the firft fruit of love. 
Not ey'n her babe could with the voice of nature 

PJe§4 
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Plead for itlelf, or for its wretched mother. 
They perifhM both, fhe and her little one. 
And I furvive to tell it. 

ZOPIRO^. 

Let not grief 

Overwhelm your reafon thus. What, when your father. 
Your cruel father, reeking from the blood 
OfMithridates — 

RhadamistiTs. 

Nought but death was left. 
Yet ev'n that laft, fad refuge was debarred me ! 
E'er fince IVc liv*d in mifery ; my days 
Were coloured all with anguifh and delpair I 
Long from the Romans I conceal'd my name. 
At length reveal'd me to a chofen friend ; 
Joumey'd with him to Rome j and in full fenate 
Told all the difmal ftory of my woes. 
The confcript fathers heard, and dropt a tear : 
Then to quick vengeance £r'd, difpatch'd their le- 
gions 
To wage the war ; Paulinus leads them on. 
And now to me commits this embafly. 
With fully delegated pow'rs from Rome* 

ZOPIRON. 

With one united voice Armenia calls 
For Mithridates' heir ! — convinc'd by rumour 
That thou ar't loft, the gen'ral cry demands 
Your brother Teribazus. 

Rhadamistus. 

He, Zopiron, 

Is to thefe eyes a ftrariger. 
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Zopiron; 

Haplefs prince I ^ 

A cloud of woes lies brooding o*er his heata; 
A fair, a lovely captive rules liis heart ; 
Her name is Ariana ; and indeed 
No wonder fhe attrafti his foft rfegard; 
And kindles all the vehemence of love. 
The tyrant eyes her too with fierce, delirci 
And ruin nods o'er Teribazus' head. 

Rhadamistus. 

By Heav'n it fhall not be— alas ! I know 
The pang of lofing whom the heart adores; 
rU yield him Up Armenia : what are crowns 
But toys of vain ambition, when the lov'd^ 
The dear partaker of my throne is loft J 

Enter Tigranes^ 

ZOPIRON. 

What would Tigranes? 

TiGRANESi 

Pharafmanes calls 
Flamminius to his prefence, 

Rhadamistusv 

I attend him ; 

So tell your King. 

Tigranes. 
Inftant he waits thee Roman. \Ej:if^ 

Rhadamis^usV 

How my heart trembles at the awful meeting ! 

Zo- 
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ZoPIRONi 

Ykch furnmon all your ftrength i the kp(c of time 
From early youth, when Pharafmanes faw you, 
Affli<5lion's inward ftroke, that Roman garb. 
All will proted, and cloak you from diiteftion I 

Rhadamistus* 

Zopiron yes ; in this important crifisj 

When violated laws^ and injur'd men. 

When my own wrongs are laboring in my heart. 

The great occafion calls for firrtieu vigoufk ' 

Yes, in this interview I Will maintain 

A Romanes part j in Pharafmanes* foul 

rU wake the fiiries of detefted guilt, 

And pour the rapid energy of truth 

Till ev*n to himfelf his crimes are known, 

And the ufurper tremble on his throne. 



^ndfkfthe SE<iOND ACl\ 
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ACT the THIRD. 

l^HARASl^ANES, Oft bis ^brOfie: Tigranes, Zopiron, 
Officers, (^c* 

tHARASMANESi 

WHERE IS this bold republican from Rotne ? 
This enemy of Kings ? Tigranes, thoti • 
iBid the plebeian ehter. Pharstfmlaines 
Vouchfares him audienoe^ 

£nter X^lamminius. 

Pharasmanes. 

Now, tlamminius, fay 

What motive brings you to Araxes* bankSy 

To w^e this flow, this philofophic war ? 

RriADAMlSTUS." 

By me, unworthy of th* important charge^ 
By me, unequal to the af duoiis theme. 
The confcript fathers here explain their condiift^ 
And juftify the ways of Rome to Kings^ 

Pharasmanes.- 

Roman, thoti may'ft declaim with all thy pomp 
Of gaudy eloqilehce* 

Rhadaiv^istus.' 

No pow'r of words j 

No gi-dceful periods of hatrmonious fpeech 

Dwell on my lip : the only art I boaft 

U 



A TRAGEDY. 147 

Js honcft truth, unpoHlh'd, unadorned ! 
Truth that muft ftrike conviftion to your hearty 
Truth that informs you, to ufurp a crown. 
For dire ambition to unpeople realms. 
Arc violations of each facred law. 
That bid the Roman ca§;le wing'd with vengeance 
To the Araxes' margin bend her flight. 
To tell deftmftion it (hall rage no rporc, 

Pharasmanes. 

And dares Paulinus' foldier, dar'ft thou, Roman, 
Thus offer vile indignity, and mouthi-- 
The language of yoyr forum to a King ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Rome knows^ and owns you as Iberia's King| 
But not Armenia's. 



' Pharasmanjes, 



Ha!.., 



Rhadamistus, 

Th' aflfembled fenate 

Acknowledges your vaft renown in armSi 

And honours the unfhaken fortitude 

Ev'n of a foe. But, Sir, the fortitude, 

Whofe brutal rage lays nations defolat€. 

It is the glory of imperial Rome 

To humble and fubdue; to fix the bounds 

Of the fell tyrant's poVrj to trace thp circle 

From whjch he muft no$ move : thefe are t!ie arts, 

The bright prerogative of Rome j of Rome, 

The miftrefs of the world, whofe conquering tanner* 

O'er Afia's realms fo oft have wav'd in triumph| 

Apd piajie ev'n Kings her fubjcd?, 
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PHARASIIANESt 

Ha! tho^ boafter! 

Rhadamistus. 

Made Oriental Kings, fhort by the knee 
Accept their crown, with tears of joy accept It^ 
And be the Viceroys of a Roman fenate, 

Pharasmanes, 

And this to Pharafmanes? has not yet 
A train of conquefts taught you to revere 
' This good right arm in war ? This arm the Parthians 
Have felt with fatal overthrow. No^fpoil, 
No trophies won from me have grac'd their triumphs i 
No friends of mine were harnefs'd to their chariots; 
No captive chief, like your own mangled Craffus, . 
There roams a fuUen ghofl:, and calls ifor vengeance^ 
For vengeance ftill unpaid, and calls in vain 
For the fad funeral rite§. Would Rome prefunae 
To wrefl Armenia from me ? Lo ! my banners 
From fi-olly Caucafus to Phafis' banks, 
Wave high in air, and fhadow all the land. 
Call youf en?ibattled legions : or does Rome, 
All conquVing Rome, that miflrefs of the world^^ 
Does fhe at length by her am.baff^dor^ 
Negotiate thu§ the ws^r I 

Rhadamistus, 

Rome, Sir^ commands 

The fubjeft world, for fhe adores ?hc god&i 

And their all-pow'rful aid — , 

Pharasmanes^ 

Would'fl: thou difpute 

My lawful claim ? Arm thee with fword and fJre,. 

Not with yaia fubtleties^ mi idle maxims. 

Armcw*^ 



Si 
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Arnienia's crown is mine, deriy'd to me^ 
Heir to a brother;, and a fon dece^'d, 

Rhadamistus, 

And can a murd'rer, can the midnight ruffiaft „ 
Prove himfelf heir, by the aflaffin^s ftab ? 

J*HARASMANES, 

Thou bafe reviler! 

\Coms for'mard and draw^ hUJabr^. 

TiGRANESr 

Moderate your fiiryj \llQld:n^him^ 

It were unjuft— ^^ 

ZOPIRON, 

The charafter he bears, 
The Uws of nations — 

Pharasmanes.. 

Thou bafe infolent! 

Who dar'ft to wound the ear of facred Kings 

With a black crime, that's horrible to nature | 

RHADAMISTUSt 

Yes horrible to nature ! yet the world 

Has heard it all : thou art the man of blood ! 

A brother's blood yet fmokes upon thy hand. 

Not his white age, his venerable looks. 

Not ev'n his godlike virtues could withhold thee I 

Gafli'd o'er wit;h wounds he falls ; he bleeds, hedie?J^ 

Without a groan he dies ! — that is thy work, 

Thi^ie^ murd'rer, thine I 

Pha- 
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Pharasmanes. 

No more — the hand of Heav'n 

Shook from the blafted t;ree the wither'd fruit—'! 

Rhadamistus. 

Forbear the impiou§ ftrain : it is the ftile 
Ambition fpeaks, when for a crown it ftabs. 
Then dares, with execrable mock'ry dares. 
Traduce the governing all-righteous mind. 

Pharasmanes. 

He harrows up my foul ! and do'ft thou think 
A madman's ravings — 

Rhadamistus. 

Since that hour accurft 

Haft thou not plung'd thee deeper ftill in guilt ? 

Your fon — your blamelefs fon— - 

Pharasmanes, 

His crirne? proyok'd 

A father's wrath ; his and Zenobia's crimes ! 

Rhadamistus, 

She too — untimely loft — unbidden tears 
Forbear to ftream, nor quite unman n^e thus, 

Pharasmanes. 

In tears ! — By Heav'n, thou woman-hearted flave^ 
Thofe coward fymptoms have Ibme latent fpring 
That lies conceal'd within that treach'rous heart. 



Rhadamistus. 
They are the tear? hymanity let;s fall 



Wh?n 
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When foft ey'd beauty dies untimely flajrt* 
Ifeut to avenge her death, arrayed in terror 
The Roman legions — 

PhARASMAN£S4 

Lead *em to th^ charge* 
Thou quit my camp : if when yon fun defc^nds 
Thou linger'ft here, the title of ambaflador 
Shall nought avail to fave thee from my fury* 

Rhadamistus. 

E'er that refign Aitnenia : till the clofe 

Of day, I give thee leifure to revolve 

The vengeance Rome preparer* Thou know'ft 

With what a pond'rous arm her hardy fons 

Lift the avenging Ipear. Be timely wife. 

Nor dare provoke your fate. 

I^HARASMANiS^ 

Roman farewell! 

t)o thou, Tigranesj iffue forth my orders 
From tent to tent, that each man ftand prepar'd 
For the dead midnight hour. With filent march 
Then will Lpour with ruinous affault 
Upon th' aftonilh'd foe, my horfes hoofs 
Imbrue in blood, and give to-morrow's fun 
A Ipeftacle of horror and deftruftion* 

IHe afcends his throne^ and the backfcene clofes* 

Enter Zsnobia and Mbgistus* 

oh ! tell me all Megiftus ; let me hear 

All that concerns my chijd, my blooming boy. 

My little Rhadamiftus-^-^^is he fafe ? 

Giv« 
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Give me the truth j do tibt deceiyc a rtiothef 
Who doats upon her babe— is my child fafe I 

MjBGISTtJS. 

Nay dry thofe tears ; I cannot belr to fee the* 
Afflifted thus ; your infant hero's fafe } 
Yotl may believe your faithful old Megiftus* 

iZzi^OBIAi 

I do believe thee—but excufe my Weakne/s— -* 
My fluttering fears for ever paint him to me 
By ruffians fcizM, and as he fees the fcliife 
Aim'd at his little throat, in vain imploring 
For me by name, ahd bt^iilg my afliftance^ 
While far, far off his miferable mother 
No aid can give, nor fnatch him to her heairb 

MegisTus. 

I never yet deceived you : by yon Heav*n 

Your boy ftill lives.* When 1 regain'd my cottag* 

After the toils of many a weary day,, 

I found him there ; but griev'd and wondVing muci 

Where his dear mother was. 

Zenobia* 
Megiftus tell me> 

Oh ! tell me each particular; his Idoks^ 
All his apt qtieftions, his enchanting words ,• 
For I could hear of him for ever — lovely youth! 
His father's image blooming in his boy ! 
Thro' fev'n revolving years my only comfort ! 
When from my eyes the fudden forrows gufli'd. 
How would he Ipok, and alk his Wretched mothef 
What meant thofe falling tears ? — Alas I ev'n now 
. I fee him here before me — did my child 
Think his poor mother loft i 

Me* 
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MEGISTUSi 

At firil he feem'd ' 

To pine in thought at your long weary abfencej 
And many a look he caft, that Jjlainly fpoke 
His little bolbm heav'd with various paflions. 
Still would he feek you in each well known hauiitj 
Each bowV, each cavern, like the tender Fawii 
That thro' the woodland feeks its mother loft. 
Exploring all around with anxious eye, 
Ahd looking ftiil unutterable grief. 
Lonely and fad> and ftung with keen regrefc 

iZENOBtA. 

My dear, dear little-one ! 

NiEGISTUSi 

With foothing tales 

I labour'ji to beguile him from his forrowj 
I promised your return ; a gentle fmile 
Brightened his anxious look j he figh^d content^ 
And then I led him to a fafer dwelling 
Among the fhepherds.of the Syrian vale. 
Who all have fworn to guard him as their owni 
And in apt feafon lead him to the Romans. 

Zenobia; 

Oh ! may thofe fiiepherds know the kindeft innuenc* 
Of the indulgent^ Heav'ns ! yet why not ftay 
To guard him? Biit Til not complain : on rhe 
Your cares were fix'd— oh ! tell me how the gbdS 
Watch*d ov'r all thy ways, and brought thee to me? 
Where haft thou liv'd thele many, many d^ys f 

MegistuS. 

in bitterhefs of foul IVe liv'd, thy fate , , 
t'hy tender form deep imag'd in my breaft ! 
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i rang'd the banks where the Araxes floWsy 
iBut bring, alas ! no tidings of your lord. 
Heart-broken, wearied outj 1 meafiir'd back 
My feeble fteps; but thou Wer't ravifh'd thence j 
For rfiee I traversed hills and forefts dreaf j 
Thee I invok'd, that ev^ry cavern*d rockj 
Each vale, each mountain eccho'd With thy name* 

Zep^obia. 

And here jlt length you find me, here ericompafs'd 
^With all the worfl: of ills : hence let us fly 
To the blefs'd Syrian valley, where my child 
Wins with his early manhood ev'ry hearty 
And calls for me, and chides this long delays 

Megistus. 

Vain the attempt: one only way is left. 
Reveal thee to th' ambaflador of Rome.- 
Safe in his train thou may'ft efcape this place^ 
And gain Paulinus' camp* Zenobia known 
Will meet proteftion there- 

Zejtobia. 

The gods iftfpirfe 

The happy counfel-— ha !— Tigrafites comes I 
Retire Megiftus, (he goes out) a gay dawn of hope 
Beams forth at lengthy and lights up day within ^* 

ZeI^OBIA, TiGRANESi 
TiGRANESrf 

liail prlri^efs, deftin'd to imperial fway^ 
To grace with beauty Pharafinanes' throve ! 
By me the impatient King requefts youll fix 
iThe happy nuptial hour^ 
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Thou might'ft as well 

Command me wed tlje forjced lightning's blaz^ ' 

That gilds the ftqrn), ^nd be in Tore with koxroh 

TlORANES, 

Take heed, ralh fair! an eaftern monarch'? love| 
Ardent as his, muft not be made the Ipojrt 
Of tyrant beauty : when a rival dare§ 
Pppqfe his fovVrign's wilh— ? 

^SNOBIA. 

Does Pharafirjanes, 

Say,— does your King permit his f]pies of ftatc. 
That curfe of human kind, tp breathe tjieir whilberj 
In hh delucjed epr ? 

TlGRAN^S, 

Full well 'tis known 

That Teribazus bids you thus revolt. 

And draws your heart's allegiance from your King, 

Zenobia. 
Thou vile acGufer ! if the prince's virtues 
Have touch'd my bofom, what haft thou to urg^ f 
What if a former Hymeneal vow - 
Has bound niy foul ? what if a father, Sir, 
A father dear as rny heart's purple drops^ 
Enjoin a rigid duty ne'er to fhare 
The throng pf Mithridates with a ppiurdey er ? 

JVf^am^ thofe wordsr-- 
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Zenobia. 

Thou inftrument of ill ! 
Who ftill ar't ready with a tale fuborn -d, 
And if thou ar -t not periur'd, dar'ft betray ; 
Away i and let thy confcience tell the reft. 

[Exit. 

TiGRANEs, ahne. 

Vain haughty fair ! — thou haft provok'd my rage 
By wrongs unnumber'd : but for all thofe wrongs 
Soon fhall inevitable ruin feize thee. 

Enter Rhadamistus, 

Rhadamistus. 

Perhaps ere this your King's tumultuous paffions 

Sink to a calm, and reafon takes her turn. 

Then feek him. Sir, and bear a Roman's meffage^ 

The terms of peace humanity fuggefts. 

Tell him Flamminius wifhes to prevent 

The rage of flaughter, and the ftreams of bloo4 

Which elfe fhall deluge- yonder crimfon plains, 

TlGI^ANES. 

Already, Roman, his refolve is fix'd, 
War, horrid war impends, 

Rhadamistus, 
And yet in pity 

To human kind, ,to the unhappy millions 
Who foon Ihall die, and with their fcatter'd bone^ 
Whiten the plains of Afia, it were beft 
To Iheathe the fword, and join in Rome's ^liance, 
Wilt thoy convey my meffage ? 

^*f|GI^ANE?t 
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TiGRANES, 

? obey, [^/^ 

Rhadamistus, flone. 

^ay fome propitious pow'r infpire his heart. 
And touch the fprings of human kindnefs in hinu 
Elfe againft whom amidft the charging hofls 
Muft Rhadamiftus' fwprd be levelPd ?— Ha! — 
Spite,of his crimes he is my father ftill. 
And muft this arm againft the fource of life. 
Nay more^—r-perhaps againft a brother too, 
A brother ftill unknown !-r-he too may die 
By this unconfcious hand ! — this hand already 
Inur'd to murder whom my heart adores ! 
My brother then may ble^ d ! and when \n de^tU 
Gafping he lies, and pours his vital ftream. 
Then in that moment fliall the gen'rous youtl^ 
Extend his arms, and with a piteous look 
TelJ me, a brother doth forgive his murderer ? 
Gods ! you have doom'd me to the Wackeft woe. 
To be a wretch abhorr'd, author of crimes 
From which my tortur'd breaft revolts with horror! 
Who's there ? — ayouth comes forward — now be firm^ 
Pe firm my heart, and guard thy fatal fecret ! 

Enter Teribazu§, 

Teribazus. 

lUuftrious Roman, if misfortune's fon 

A wretched, ruin'd, rniferable prince 

jMay claim attention--- ) 

Rhadamistvs. 

Ha !— can this be he ! 
The graces of his youth, each feeling here, 
^Cfe at my heartftrings tell me ^tis my brother I 
' ' \4fide. 
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I fee jrouVe mov'd, and I intrude too far, 

Rhadamistus. 

Puffue ypiir purpofe : warmeft friendlhip for yo\j 
Glows in this breaft. 

T?RJBAZU§, , 

Tho- Fharafmanes' fury 

Maintains a fix'd hoftility with Rome, 

Blend not the fon with all a father's crimeSf 

Rhadamistus, 
Go on — I pant to hear— 

Teri9A7:us, 

My father^s cruelty 

Each day Jbreaks gijt in fome new a6l of horror, 
Nor lets the fword grow coot from human blood, 
Firft iti his brot-her*s breaft he plijng'd it ; then 
Iflflam'd tp fiercer rage 'gainft hi3 own fon, 
ph ! Rhadamiftus ! thou much injur'd prince \ 

Rhapami§tus, 
And didft thou love that brother ? 

TfRI^AZUS, 

Generous Ronian, 

He liv'd far hence remote, I ne'er beheld him| 

3ut.the wide wPfld refpunded with his fame* 

Rhadamistus, 
Hold, hold my tears ! — oh ! they will burft their way 
4t this his yiftuQug teader |xef§ ftjid love [ [/p^^^ 
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Teribazus. 
And doft thou Weep tod Roman ? 

RflADAMISTVS* 

From fuch horror, 

And fo much cfuelty my ilafure flirinksi 

Whatever ptirpofe rolls within thy bf eafl:^ 

Boldly confide it — fhall I arm*d with vengeanc* 

Aflatilt thd purple tyrant in his camp ? 

Or wilt thou join rriy fteps;^— then in the front 

Of a brave vet'ran legion head the war. 

Seek the ufurpef 'midft his plumed troops^ 

And thus avenge mankind? 

Teribazus* 
No ; far from me, - 
Far be the guilt of meditating aught 
Againft the life from whence my being fprUrig* 
Let him opprefs me,™ he's a parent ftiU ! — 

llHADAMIStUS. 

He rives rtiy heart !■*— oh ! wh^t a lot is mine \ [Jfu^4 

Teribazus. 

Not for mylelf I hzt 5 but oh ! Flamminius, 
A lovely captive,— 'tis for her I tremble ; 
For Ariana, — for that fweet perfeftion ; 
She is her fex's boaft ! hef gentle bofom 
Fraught with each excellence ! her form and feature 
Touch'd by the hand of elegance ; adorn'd 
By eVry grace, and caft in beauty's mould ! 
Her Pharafmanes means to ravifh from me. 
But thou convey her hence— -'tis all I afk. 

Rhadamistus^ 

By Heav'n 1 will — do thou too join our flight, 

Armenia 
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Armenia fliall be thine, and that fweet maia 
Reward thy goodnefs with connubial love. 
Adorn thy throne, and make a nation blefs'd ! 

TERIBAZUSi 

Make Ariana happy ; bear her hence 
And fave thofe bright unviolated charms 
From Pharafmanes' power— when wifh'd for peace 
Settles a jarring world, Flamminius then. 
Then will I feek thee. ---Wilt thou then refign her? 

RhAdamistus. 

Yes then, as piire as the unfuUied fnow 
That never felt a funbeam 5 then V\l give her 
Back to thy faithful love. 

Teribazus, 

Thou generous llorrian. 

In gratitude I bow— fhe's here at hand ; 

A moment brings her to you : at due diftancc 

I'll watch each avenue, each winding path. 

That none intrude Upon your privacy, 

Rhadamistus, alone. 

At length IVe feen my brother; know ho'W miick 
He differs from his father ! he fhall feek 
The Roman tents ; Fll there difclofe myfelf 1 
There will embrace him with a brother's love. 
Gh ! how the tended tranfport heaves and fwellsi: 
Till thus the fond excefs diflblve in tears \ 

Enter Megistus, leading Zenobia; 

Zenobia. 
Alas ! my heart forebodes I know not what— - 
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Megistus. 
bilpel each doubt ; this is your only refuge* 

iZfiNOBfA; 

<•• ■ ■- . . -, ■ "i . ' 

Thoii gen'rous Roman,-— if diftrefs like mine i 
If aa unhappy captive may approach thee— - 

R.HADAMISTUS. 

To me affliftion's voice — ye pow'rs of Heav'n I 
That air ! — thofe features ! that remembered glance I 

ZenobiA; 
If* thus a wretch's prefence can alarm you— * 

Khadamistus. 

The mulSc of that voice? — fuch once (he look'd I 
And if I had not plung'd her in the ftream, 
I could perfuade myfelf— 

Zenobia. 

Thofe well known accents ! ■ 

Thofe tender foft regards ! — nay Aiock me riot! 
1 cQuld not hope to Tee thee — tell me— ar*t thou . 
That once ador'd ! (fainU into Megiftus' arms.) 

s 
MeOISTUS4 

Ah ! fee j her ftrength forfakes her ; 

Support her Heav'n 1 (catches her ifi his ami.) 

Rhadamisti/s; 

e * - - 

Ye bonder-working gods ! 

h this illufioh all ? or does joni goodhefg 

Ihdeed reftore her ?— if I do not dreami 

Vol. h X U 
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if this be true, — oh ! let thofe angel-eyes 
Open to life, to love, and Rhadaniiftus. 

*** Megistus* 

What further miracles doth Heav'n prepare ? 

, Zenobia. 

forgive my weaknefs— the air-painted image 
Of my lov'd lord — and fee ! — again it's prefent!-- 
That look that fpeaks the fond impafliion d foul ! 
Yes, fuch he was ! — oh ! ar^t thou — tell me — fay— 
Ar't thou reftor'd ? and ar't thou Rhadamiftus ?—- ^ 

Rhadamistus. 

t have not miirder'd her ! — benignant gods ( 
I am not giiilty—- my Zenobia lives ! 

Zenobia.. 

It IS my lord — oh ! I can hold no longer*, 
But thus delighted fpring to his embrace. 
Thus wander o'er him with my tears and kifles, 
And thus, and thus, — fpeak my enraptur'd fouL 

Rhadamistus. 

She lives! Ihe lives! what kind prote(9i:irig god, 
Lx)ng loft, and long lamented, gives thee bapk. 
Gives me to view thee, and to hear thy voice 
With joy to ecftacy, with tears to rapture ? 

Zenobia, 
This good old man — 'twas he preferv'd me for yovti 

MfidrsTus* 

Oh ! day of charms !-— oh ! unexpe^i^d hour t 
I have not liv'd in vain— thefe gulhing eyes 
Have feen their mutual tranfports ! 
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Rhapamistus, 

(Jen'rous friend. 

Come to my hearty — Zenobia's fecond father !— -^ 

Zeno3ia. 

Thou art indebted more than thou can'ft pay him s 
Indebted for our infant babe preferv'd. 
The bloflbm of our joys ! — thou can'ft not thipk 
How n)uch he loofes, and moves, and tajks Iil?.e thee, 

Rhadamistus* 
Oh ! mighty gods \ — it is too much of blifs, 
Too exquifite to bear I— thefe barb'rous hands 
Had well nigh murder'd both my wife and child} 
Wilt thou forgive me — oh ! my beft delight^ 
Wilt thou receive a traitor to your arrps ? 
Wilt thou Zeiiobia? 

Zenobia. 

Will I, gracious Heav'n ? 
Thou fource of all my comfort j 

Megiistus, 

Ha ! beware. 

Beware my prince ! — but now with hafty ftep 

I faw Tigranes circling yonder tent, 

Rhadamistus, 

Th' ambaffador of Rome he feeks, on bus'neft 
Of import high — I will prevent his fpeed. 
And iiiuft J then fo foon depart Zenpbia ? 

Zenobia, 
JJence, auickly hence ; anon we'll meet again, 

y 3 RHAt 
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Rhadami^tus. 

Yes, we will meeti the gods have giv'n thee to me^ 
And they will finifti their own holy work, 

[Exity 

Megistus^ 

My pray'rs are heard at length— Zenobia ftill 
Shall be Armenia's queen. 

Zenobia, 

Oh! good Megiftus, 

Heav'n has been bounteous, and reftor'd my lord, 
With him rU fly, wrapt in the gloom of night. 
And thou, Megiflus, thou fhaPt join our flight ; 
Plac'd near his throne thy gen'rous zeal fhall fharc 
The bright reward of all thy toil and care -, 
While I, redeem'd at length from fierce alarms^ 
forget my woes in Rhadamiftus' arnis. 
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Enter Rhapamistus, and Tjeri^azus. 

Teriba^us, 

<T^HOU ar- 1 a friend indeed, thou gen'rous maul 
^ The beft of friends, to fave fuch innocence^ 
That lovely virgin bloom ! the pious aft 
Shall to remoteft tinie tranfmit thy pame^ 
Pnnpbied by humanity and virtue. 

Rhadamistus, 

Alas ! no praife I merit j 'tis a deec^ 
That lofes virtue's name. 

Teribazus. 

Flammlnius, nq ! ^ 

Thou ihalt not derogate from worth like thine, 
But oh ! beware, my friend, and fteel thy heart 
Againft the fwe^t illapfe of gentler paflions. 
To love her were fuch treachery! — by Heav'n I 
It were a fraud of a rnore damned hue — 
A fraud to facred friendOiip ! — but my foul 
Rejefts the mean fufpicion — thou ar't juft. 
Arid Ariana fjiall be mine again ! 

Rhadamistus. 

If when the tumult of the war i$ pafs^d^ 
ypu then perfift to claim her — , 

Terjbazus* 
Then perfift ! 
When I do pot perfi^t^^ whene'er my heart 

Forgcti 
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Forgets the fond idea — ha ! — take heed ; 
Your colour dies by fits ; and now again 
It flufhes o'er your cheek : if beauty's pow'r 
Can waken foft defire, — and fure fuch beauty 
May warm the bread of ftoic apathy. 
If thou can'ft love, — refign the truft at once. 
For oh! to lofe her, to behold thofe charms. 
That all-perfeftion yielded to another. 
Were the worft agony, the keeneft ftab 
That ever pierc'd a lover to the fouL 
The thought, — the very thought inflamq? tg mad-i 
fiefs ! - 

Rhadamistus, (Jfide) 

Not till the fever of his mind fubfides, 
Mull I reveal me j the difclofure now 
Would to his phrenzy give a whirlwind's wing. 
And bury all in ruin — let her then. 
Yes, Teribazus, let the blooming maid 
Still in this camp, a voluntary captive. 
Since you will have it fo, fince weak miflxufl;. 
Can taint a noble fpirit, let her here 
Teach that rare beauty to difplay its charms. 
Its various graces ; bid thofe radiant eyes 
Dart their quick glances to the tyrant's foul. 
Inflame his hot defires, and half abfolve them, 

Teribazus* 

Madnefs and horror ! — no ! — hafte, fly, begqnCji 
And give her heijce fafe conduft : I can truft 
To Roman continence; your Scipio's praife 
Shall be the theme of fame's eternal lip ! 

Rhadamistus. 

Thou too attend her fteps; watch all her waysj 
When we have reach'd the Roman fanftuary, 
Then fliail fuch wgnders to thy lifl'ning ear, 

^ ^ The 
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The web which fate has wove — beware my friend--* 
Tigranes comes — what would'ft thou Sir ? 

Enter Tigranesu 

Tigranes* 

the King 

Grants you dne parley more i ev^n noW this way 
tte bends his fteps; remote from all he means 
To hold a private conrrence* 

Rhadamistus« 

Ro'me*s ambaflador 
Attends his pleafure# 



[Exit Tigranes* 



Teribazus* 



I muft hence, Flamminius* 

Farewell! — yet e're thou go'ft, — 1 ftill itiiift crave 

Another interview — farewell \ remember. 

My love, my life> my all depend on thee. 

[Exit^ 

Rhadamistus- 

Ah I iiicklefs prince ! how loft in error's maze 

Blindly he wanders^ and love's fweet delufion 

infufes it's enchantment through his heart ! 

But when remov'd from Pharafmanes' pow'r 

He learns my prior claim, his gen'rous friendflxip 

Will bound with tranfport at a brother's joys. 

And with a warmth of fympathy partake 'em. 

But ha ! — my father ! — grant me^ ftrength, ye pow'rs f 

To meet the dread encounter. 



M^nter 
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Enter Pharasmanes.' 

Pharasmanes* 

t>nce again 

EVc you depart, if Pharafmanes deign 
To treat, and thus expoftulate with Roiriei 
Tw to thy pray'rs I grant it: 

Rhadamistus; 

Ronle had rather 

Pcrfliade than conquer : her well-ballanc'd juftice--* 

Pharasmanesj 

Nd rhore of Roman juftice: blazon not 
Virtues you ne'er have praftis'd : with the rianriij 
The fpecioiis name of love for human kind 
You fandlify th' infatiate rage of conquefti 
And when the fword has made a folitude. 
That you ploclaim a peace. Ev'n now your vlewi 
Stand manifeft to fight : to thee 'tis known 
That Rhadamiftus lives ! , 

Rl^ADAMISTUSf 

How Sir !— can he — ' ^ 

Does that unhappy prince—-' 

Pharasmanes; 

Thoti falfe diflembler ! , 

Yes in thy heart the fatal fecret's lofig'ci I 

From certain fugitives I've learn'd it all : 

In yonder camp, conceal'd from vulgar eyes. 

To war againft: his father ftill he lives ! 

\Vhy doft thou droop dejected? — fomething lurki 

Bcn^Wh that burning blufh^ 



A TRAGEDY. 169 

RHADAMiSTlfS, 

That burning blufti 

Glows on my cheek for thee : I know your fdn. 

And know hinri unfufceptible of guilt. 

Pharasmanes. 

Then, Ronian, mark my words : would'ft thou prevent 

The carnage fate prepares on yonder plains ? 

Go tell Paulinus I will treat of terms 

With him^ who brings me Rhadamiftus' head; 

Rhadamistus* 
Your own fon's head ! 

Pharasmanes, 

Why doft thou gaze fo earneft ? 

Why thofe emotions ftruggling for a vent ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Amazement checks niy voice, and loft in wonder 
I view the, unhatural father, who would bathe 
His hand in blood, in a fon's blood, a fon 
Who pants, with ardor pants, on terms of peace 
To (heathe the fword, and with a filial hand 
To throw a veil over a- father's crimes. 

PhaKasmanes. 

By Heav'n ^tis falfe : has he not dar'd to league 

With my determin'd foes ? ev'n to the fenate. 

To ev'ry region, where his voice could pierce,* 

Has he not fled with the deliifive ftory ? 

With grief and loiid complaints inflam'd the world ? 

And even now> does not the ftripling come 

To the Araxes' banks with Rome in arms ? 

Vol. L Z Rha- 
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Rhadamistus. 

Tho' urg'd by dire conftraint, yet Heav'n can witncfs 
His ftrong reludtance. 

Pharasmanes* 

Let the rebel know ^ 

He never fhall afcend Armenia's throne* 

Rhadamistus. 

And fhall deftruAion with her horrid train 
Stalk o'er the land ? 

PharasMaNes. 

Ves; let deftrudlion loofe: 
^Tis Pharafrnanes' glory. 

Rhadamistus* 

Can the r^e^ 

And the wild tumlilt of deftruftive hivod 
Adminifter delight ? — alas ! the day 
That deluges the land with human blood. 

Is that a day of glory ? 

1, Sir, have travers'd o'er the field of death. 
Where war had fpent its rage : had'ft thou behel<l 
That fcene of horror, where unnumbered wretches 
In mangled heaps lay welt'riiig in their gore i 
Where the fond father in the gafp of death 
Wept for his children; where the lover figh'd 
For her, whom never more his eyes could view; 
Where various mifery fent forth its groans ; 
Had'ft thoru beheld that fcene, the touch of nature 
Had ftirr'd within thee, and the virtuous drop 
Of pity gufh'd unbidden from thy eye. 

PhA- 
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Pharasmanes. 

Enervate flave! here ends all further parley. 
Go tell your general, tell your Roman chiefs, 
The father claims his fon. Have we not heard 
How your own Brutus to the liftor's fword 
Condemn'd his children ? and would Rome difpute 
A King*s paternal pow'r ? let 'em yield up 
The treacherous boy, or terrible in arms 
Shall Pharafmanes overwhelm their legions. 
Mow down their cohorts, and their mangled liipl?§ 
Give to the vultures beak. 

Rhadamistus. 
And yet refleft — 

Pharasmanes, 
Roman no mpre^ 

Rhadamistus, 

Unwilling I withdraw; 

A father's ftern refolve the fon fhall mourn. 

And with a pang of nature fhall behold 

The Roman eagle dart like thunder on thee. [£x//, 

Pharasmanes, alone. 
Away, and leave nie flave !— 7to-morrow's ftin 
Shall fee my great revenge : mean time I givp 
The gentle hours to loye and Ariana; 
What ho ! Tigranes ! 

Enter Tigranes, 

Pharasmane^, 

Does the flubborn fair 
yield to my ardent vows ? 
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TiGRANES, 

She mocks your paflion, 

And gives to Teribazus all her fmiles. 

^ Pharasmanes. 

By Heav'n ! ev'n love itfelf fliall be my flav^ J 
Yet love like mine requires her foft confent. 
And will not riot o'er her plundered charms. 
Quick, bring her father to me. 

TiGRANES. 

By your orders 

At hand Megiftus waits your fov'reign will. 

' ' [Exit, 

Pharasman.esv 

.Bring him before us : wife and prudent age. 
Will plead my caufe, and fecbnd my defiresj 

Enter Meqistus. 

Megistus. 

Dread Sir — a blamelefs, a diftrefs'd old man^ 
Of guilt unconfcipus— ■• 

]Pj^v\ra§manes, 

Whatfoe'er thy gu.ilt, 

A fmile from Ariana expiates all, 

Megistus. 

Believe me, Sir, I never have offended. 
She was my fole delights my age's comfort; 
For her I felt more than a parent's love. 
But 'mi^ft the troubles that diftraft the l^nd 
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I loft her ; in defpair, with yearning heart 
J ranged the country round in fond purfuit. 
This is my crime : fure 'tis no crime to love 
Such bloopiing innocence ! 

Pharasmane3. 

Difpel thy fears. 

Thy love for Ariana fpeaks thy virtue. 

That graceful form, that fymmetry of fhap«. 

That bloom, thofe features, thofe love-darting eyes. 

All, all attraft, that there each fond admirer 

Could ever gaze, enamour'd of her charms, 

Megistus. 

Alas I whatever the fymmetry of Ihapc, 
Whate'er the grace that revels in her feature, 
plows in her bloom, or Iparkles in her eye. 
They all are tranfient beauties, foon to fade. 
And leav^ inanimate that decent form. 
Inward affliftion faps the vital frame, 
Jncurable affliftion ! fix'd in woe 
Her eyes for ever motionlefs and dim 
Gaze on the fancied image of her hufband. 



Pharasmanes. 



Her hufband! 



Megistus. 

Yes i a hufband fever'd from her 

By fatal chance ! him Ihe for ever fees 

With fancy's gufhing eye, and feeks him flill 

In fond excurlions of delufive thought. 

She pines each hour, and ev'n in blooming dies. 

As drooping rofes, while the worm unfeen 

Preys on their fragrant fweets, (till beauteojus lopjc^^ 

And wafte their aromatic lives in air. 

Pha- 
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•Pharasmanes, 

The rofc tranfplanted to a warmer fky 
Shall raife its languid head, and all be well^ 

Megistus. 

Her hufband ftill furyives, and far remote 
He wanders in Armenia's realm. 

Pharasmanes^ 

No more 

To call her his : do thou ftreight feek thy daughter^ 

My loyelieft Ariana : in her ear 

Breathe the mild accents of a father's voice> 

And reconcile her heart to love and n^e* 

Megistus. 

Your pardon. Sir; it were not fit my voice 
Should (each her to betray her holy vows* 

Pharasmanes. 
When Pharafmanes fpeaks — - 

Megistus, 

My life is his. 

And when he wills it, ^tis devoted to him. 
Sut, Sir, tho' poor, my honour ftill is mine: 
T"is all that Heav'n has giv'n me, and that gift 
The gods exppct I never ftiould refign. 

Pharasmanes. 

And do*ft thou hefitate ? what, when a crown 
Invites thy daughter to imperial fplendor ? 

Ml- 



A tRA(iEDY. t75 

Megistub* 

oil 1 not for me fuch fplcndor ! I have liv'd 

My humble days in virtuous poverty. 

To tend my flock, to watch each rifing floVr, 

Each herb, each plant that drinks the morning dew. 

And lift my praife to the juft gods on high] 

Thefe were my habits, thefe my only cares : 

Thefe hands fuffic'd to anfwer my defires. 

And having nought^ yet nought was wanting to mc* 

Pharasmanes* 

Away, thou flave 1 I would not quite delpife thefe* 
Or yield your daughter, or nly Iwifteft vengeancfi 
Falls on thy hoary head : a monarch's love 
Shall feize her trembling to his eager arms. 
Then Ipurn her back a prey to wan defpair. 
Till bitter anguifh Waft each withered charm. 
And rave in vain for love and empire fcorn'd! 

Mbgistus, aJofte* 

Fell monfter go ! inexorable tyrant ! 

Perhaps I fhould have footh'd his lion rage 

With feign'd compliance-^— ha ! — whyfudden thus — ' 

£»/^r Zenobia* 

ZsNOBIAc 

Th* important hour, Megiftus, now approach^* 
Lo !. the laft blufhes of departing day 
But feebly ftreak yon dim horizon's verge. 
My Rhadamiftus comes to guide my fteps. - 
Thro' devious paths feek thou Zopiron's tenti 
And thus we lull fufpicion* 

Me- 
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MegiStus, 

I obey ;--- 

May guardian ahgeh fpfead their Wirigs around thee { 

[Exifi 

Zenobia, alone. 

Yes, the blefs'd gods> who tjiro' the maze of fate 
Have led us pnce again to meet in life. 
Will prove the friends of virtue to the kft. 
Ha ! — Teribazus comes I 

ZeNOBIA, TERlBAZUSi 

Teribazv^* 

And is it giv'n , . , . , 
Once more to fee thee here>? — do'ft thou avoid me? 
Do'ft thou defpife me in this tender moment 
When my foul bleeds with anguifh at the thought 
of parting with thee ? — Ariana 1 

, Zenobia^ ^ 

Ohl > ^ , , , . 

Unhappy prince !. oh ! fly me; Ihun me; death , 
And ruin follow : one ihort morfient's ftay 
Will rouze your father's rage. 

TERlBA2?trS. 

My father's rage 

Alfeady has undonfc me — ah ! in tears ! 
And do they fall for me ? dpes that foft figfr 
Heave for the loftj afflifted Teribazus ? 

Zenobia. 

Yes the tear falls, and the figh heaves for thee; 
Thy elegance of mind> the various graces 

that 
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That bloom around thee, and adorn the hero. 
All plead your caufe> and bid me tremble for thee; 
And yet, — fad recompenfe for all thy friendfliip. 
To warn thee henee, and bid thee Ihun my ways^ 
Is all the gratitude I now can offen 

Teribazus; 
Thus milft we part ? 

Zenobia; 

A rival is at h^nd^ 

Here in the camp, an unexpefted rival; 

Sent by the gods, the idol of my foul ! 

Teribazus; 

What fay*fl: thoii, Ariana ? has another 
Ufurp'd thy heart ? unkind^ relentlefs maid I 
Since firft thy beauty dawn'd upon my fightj 
How have I lov'dj repented> yet lov'd on ! 
Ev'n againft you, againfi: myfelf I ftruggled : 
Prefent I fled yoUj abfent I ador'd ! 
I fled for refuge to the foreft's gloom^ 
But in the foreft's gloom thy image met me I 
The fhades of night, the luftre of the day> 
All, all retraced my Ariana's form. 
Thy form piirfued me in the battle's rage, 
*Midft fhouts, and all the clangor of the war. 
It flole me from myfelf! my lonely tent 
Re-ecchoes with my groans; and in the ranks 
The wond'ring foldier hears my voice no morcfi 

Zenobia. 

Vet leave- me Teribazus---gen'rous youth ! 
Remembrance oft fhall dwell upon thy praifCi 
But for my love 'tis all another's claims 

Voiii L A a TsRf- 
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Teribazus. 

Another*s claim ! — why wilt thou torture thus 
A fond defpairing wretch ? — oh ! not for me 
Thofe forrows fall ; they are another's tears ; 
Another claims them from me — name this rival, 
That my fwift fury— *tell me has Flamminius, 
Has the bafe Roman broke his promised faith ? 
Will not the barb'rous man afford you Ihelter? 

Zenobia. 

Why wilt thou force me fpeak? the fate of allj. 
Thine Teribazus, mine, the fate of one. 
Whom, were he known, thy heart holds ever dear, 
Is now concerned: Flamminius claims my love: 
Long fince he won my heart. 

Teribazus. 
Vindiftive gods ! 

Flamminius claims thy love ! not Caefar's felf 
Shall dare to wreft thee from me — Ariana ! 
Thus on my knees, — would I could perifh here, 
That ev'n in death I ftill might gaze upon thee. 
Till the laft pang divide thee from my heart. 

^nter Rhadamistus. 

Rhadamistus. 

It was the voiee of angullh and defpair ! 
Why thus illuftrious prince ^ 

Teribazus. (Starting up) 

Thou treachrous Roman ! 
Who com'ft to violate each facred tie. 
The laws of honour, and the laws of love ! 
Who com'ft beneath the maflk of public faith 
To do a robber's work! 
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Rhadamistus, 

When to your camp 

I bring a heart that longs to ferve yoy, Prince, 

Why this intemp'rate rage ? 

Teribazus.. 

To do the work 

Of perfidy and fraud ! but^ firft by rapine. 

By violated maids your city grew ; 

And do you come to emulate your fires ? 

Unwilling to degenerate in vice ! 

Rhadamistus. 

Miftaken youth ! oh ! if you did but know me ! 
If you but knew the juftice Rome intends-— 

Teribazus, 

Juftice and Rome ! and doft thou dare to join 
Two names fo ojppofite ? have we not heard 
Of frugal confuls, and of ftoic chiefs, 
Who foon forgetting here their Sabine farms. 
Made war a trade, and then return'd to Rornc 
Rich with the plunder of the rifled eaft ? 
Again fome new LucuUus leads them on, 
Fir'd with the love of rapine. 



! JIhadamistus, 

! Fir'd with zeal 

I To break a nation's chains — would'ft thou but hear 

' me 

It is a friend implores — r 

Zenobia, 
A gen'rous friend ! 

A^ z Thea 
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Then liften to him : let thefe ftreaming eyes^ 
Thefe earneft pray'rs, this fupplicating form — 

Teribazus. 

Leagu'd with my foe behold her!-— mighty gods! 
Have I deferv'd it of her ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Yet be calm ; 

Yet lillen to me™ Oh ! I could unfold — 

Yet ftayi TU prove myfelf a brother to thee, 

Teribazus. 

Roman expeS: me in the battle's front. 
Inftant depart, but leave thy prey behind ^ 
bare not, I charge thee dare not, tempt her hencej 
To-morrow's fun Ihall fee me cloath'd in terror 
Purfue thy fteps thro' all the ranks of war. 
Till my Ipear fix thee quiv'ring to the ground. 

Rhadamistsus, Zenobia. 

Zenobia. 
Yet, Rhadamiftus, call him^ let him know-— 

Rhadamistus. 

Thou lovely trembler ! banifti ev'ry fear. 
The time now bids us hence ; and lo ! the moon 
Streams her mild radiance on the ruftling grove, 
I will condud thee — hal Zopiron— -- 

EnUr ZopiRON^ 

Rhadamistus. 
Come 
f hpu belt of men, let me once more embrace thee. 
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ZOPIRON. 

Oh! fpeed thep hence 5 each moment's big with death, 

Rhadamistus. 

Farewell ! farewell 1 when Fve efcap'd your camp 
Seek thou my brother ; foothe his troubled fpirit $ 
Explain thefe wonders ; tell him Rhadamiftus 
Efteems and loves, and honours all his virtues. 
Farewell Zopiron ! in Armenia's court 
Thy King ihall thank thy goodnefs. My Zenobia, 
Oh ! let me guide thee from this place of danger 
To life, to love, to liberty and joy. 

lExit with Zenobia. 

Zopiron, 

Lo! the Heav-ns fmile with gentlefl: afpedt on them| 

This calm ferene that ey'ry planet Iheds 

To light their fteps, this glad astherial mildnef^ 

Is fure the token of incircling gods^ 

That hover an^^ious o'er the folemn fcene ! 

EnUr Pharasmanes, Tigranes following. 

Pharasmanes. 
Let Teribazu3 ftreight attend our prefence. 

Tigranes. 

But now with glaring eye and fierce demeanouf. 
^e enter'd yonder tent. 

Pharasmanes. 

Bid him approach us. 

Then do thou round the midnight watch, and fee 
Yhat Rorne's ambaffador has left my camp. 
— *► (Exit Tigranes. 

This 



/ 
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This war, Zopiron, fhall be foon extinguifli'cj 
In Roman blood, and yield Armenia to me. 

ZOPIRON. 

Armenia, Sir, ftill obftinately mourns 
Loft Mithridates, father of his people. 
Her hardy fons with one confenting voice 
Demand a King from Rome ; all leagued and fwom 
Never to crouch beneath the conqueror's yoke* 

Pharasmanes. 

But when the Roman eagle bites the ground, 
They'll Ihrink aghaft, and own my fov'reign fway, 

Enfer Teribazus. 

Pharasmanes. 
Thou bafe confederate with thy father's foes ! 

Teribazus. 

The accufation, Sir, if proof fupport it. 
Gives you my forfeit life, and I refign it. 
Freely refign it. Deftitute of proof. 
It is a ftab to honour, and the charge 
Should not be lightly urg'd. 

Pharasmanes, 
This arrogance 
That* diftates to a father 

Teribazus, 
^Tis the fpirit 

Of injur'd innocence : if Pharafmanes 
Siifpe6t my truth, fend me where danger calls j 
Bid me this moment carry death and (laughter 
To rage in yonder camp ; yes, then your fon 
^hall mark his hatred of the Roman name. 
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Pharasmane:§. 

Haft thou not dar'd to thwart- my tend'reft paflion# 
.Ami to feduc^ my Ariana's love? 

Teribazus, 

And if this youthful heart> too prone to melt 
At beauty's ray, received the gentle flame, 
'Tis paft ; the charm is o'er ; no longer now 
I walk a captive in her haughty triumph ! 
In vain Ihe now may call forth all her graces, 
Inftruft her eyes to roll with bidden fires. 
And praftice all the wonders of her face* 
j Ambition calls, and lights a nobler flame. 



I 



En^er Tigranes. 

TiGRANES. 

Th' ambaflador of Rome, and that old traitor . 
The falfe Megiftus--- 

Pharasmanes. 
Speak i unfold thy purpofe* 

Tigranes* 

Together left the camp, and in their train 
Bear Ariana with them. 

Teribazus. 

Ariana ! 

Have the flaves dar'd — detefted treachery ! 

Now, now, my father, now approve my zeal* 

Pharasmanes. 
Hafte, fly, purfue heri bring the trait'rels back! 

Teri- 
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TiRIBAZUS; 

My rapid vengeance Ihdll overtake their flight ; 
And bring the Roman plund'rer bound in chain3i 

[Exit'. 

Pharasmanjbs; 

Do thou, Tigranes, with a chofen band 
Circle yon hills> and intercept their march; 
And thou, Zopiron, fend my fwifteft horfe 
To<*ange the wood, and fweep along the vale. 

{Exh Tigranes; 

ZopiRbNi 

Ye guardian deities, now lend yoiir aid; 

[Exit. 

Pharasmanes, alone. 

tias the perfidious, yet ador'd deceiver^ 
Thus has ihe left me ? from a monarch's fmile 
Fled with a lawlefs ravager from Rome ? 
Oh ! give me vengeance ; give Flamminius to mcj 
That he may die in agony unheard of 

The traitVefs then, fpite of each winning art,--- 
Spite of her guilt, Ihe triumphs in my heart* 



End (f the FOURTH ACT; 



ACf 
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A C T the F I F T H; 

PharasmaKes. 

NOT yet return'd ! Tm tortur'd on the rack. 
By Heav'n to-morrow's dawn— --diftriftirig 
thought ! 
Ere that the Roman rayager enjoys 
Her Heav'n of blifs, and riots in delight. 
My foul's Oil fire j this Aight I'll ftorm his campi 
And bury all in ruin. Ha ! — what means 
This new alarm ? 

^ ^ [Aflouriflj vf trumpets^ 

Enter Teribazus> Soldiers, fc?r. 

Teribazus: 

The treadh'r6us flave is taken ! _ 

My fpeed outftripp'd him, and this arm that feiz'd 
Hath well fecur'd the triaitor. 

Pharasmanes. 

Great revenge; 

The meafurc of thy joys is full ! 

TERlBAZUSi 

Atfirft . , 

They made a feeble ftand ; biit hemm'd aroiirid 

And clofe incircled by the fons of Afia, 

They faw death threat'ning at each javelin's point; 

1 rufh'd upon Flamminius : much he courted 

A fecret parleys but my foul difdain'd 

AH further conPrence : he and his complotter 

The bafe Megiftus, with the fair dcferter 

Remeafure back their fteps, and clank their chains 

in bittemefs df heart* 

Vol. I. B b PrtA- 
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FhaHasmakes. 

A father's thanks. 

Shall well requite thee. • Lo. ! the traitors come* 

JE;;/^r^RHADAMisTus, Zenobia, MegistuSj 
in Chdnsi 

Pharasmanes, 
"Irhoti bale perfidious ! thou Italian plunderer ! 

Rhadamistus. 

i do not nlean to Wage a war of woi*ds. 
Repent thee of this inlult, of thefe chains 
On him who reprefents a people here. 

Pharasmai^tes* 

Anon thoti^lt fee how I refpeft that people* 
My juft revenge (hall tell thee ; on thy head^ 
And thine, Megiftus> fudden vengeance fatlls* 

Megistus* 

Alas ! worn out with age and mifery 
I long to lay me in tht fhrotid of death. 

Pharasmanes. 

1 grant thy Wifh : what words, fair fugitive^ 
Can colour thy deceit ? 

Zenobia^ 

The heirt refolVd 

Wants no excufe, no colouring of words^ 
1 found my hufband, flew to his embrace ; 
This,— this is he ! — the lord of my defires ; 
With him content Til traverfe o'er the world* 



Vii^ 
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Pharasmanes. 
Do'ft thou avow it too ? — 

Zenobja. 
Do I avow it ? 

I glory in it. — Tyrant, can'ft thou deem me 
So poor of foul, fo falfe^to honour's caufe * 
As to apologize for being faithful ? 

Teribazus. 

I fee Flamminius has already fchool'd hej? 
Jn Rom^ nfi^ms. 

Rhadamistus* 

Miferable prince ! 

I will not anfwer thee : too foon thy heart 

For this laft feat will bitterly reproach thecj 

Teribazus. 

Away with thy^ delufive arts : if eyer 

I form alliance with that haughty people^ 

Thofe ravagers of earth, if e'er again 

J hold communion with thee, may the gods-*-« 

May Pharafmanes, — but it cannot be— ^ 

My heart high beating in my country's caufe, 

Vows an eternaj ennaity with Rome, \^Exitp 

Rhadamistus, 

Thee, Pharafmanes, thee my voice addrefles. 
Thou know'ft my title to her j Hymen's rites 
Long fince united both ; then loofe thefe chains } 
Tis in the narpe pf Rome I now den^and it, 

Pharasmanes. 
RgiTJan, thou kflow'ft thy title is extinft, 
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Captivity diflblves her former ties^ 

And now the laws of arms have made her mine^ 

Zenobia. 

And are there laws to change the human heart? 
To alter the afFedions of the foul ? 
Know that my heart is rul'd by other laws. 
The laws of tiiith, of honour, and of love. 
This is my hufband ! fource of all my comfort ! 
With him Til live -, with him will dare to die ! 

Pharasmanes. 

By Heav -n fome myftery — ^^thou treach'rous jfkir I 
Mark well my words : unfold thy birth and rank^ 
My mind uncertain wanders in conje6h3re. 
Who and what art thou ? Vain is ev'ry guefs ; 
Refolve my doubts, or elfe tjie Roman's dpon^ 
This moment is determined, 

?E^OB.IA. 

My refolve. 

Tyrant, is fix'd to fhare my hufband*s fate, 

That I unfold, that fentiment reveal. 

To Heav*n and Earth reveal it : for the reft 

Guefs if you can, determine if you (Jare, 

Pharasmanes^ 
Quick, drag Flamminius hence, 

Rhadamistus. 

Slaves, hold your hands : 

My charafter protefts me here, 

Pharasmane?, 

Difpatchj, 

|pft»nt difpatch, and feize Megiftus too. 

" ^ ' [Megiftus /> /(?^ # 

Zenq- 
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Zenobia. 

Hofror ! — call back the word ; it fhall not be ; 
flere will I hold him-— barb'rous ruffians hold. 
Murder ! — my life ! my lord ! my hufband ! oh ! 

[Rhadamiftus ij ^r^^l^V^ 

Pharasmanes, 

Give him the torture ; let your keeneft pangs 
Jitort each fecret from him* 

Zenobia, 

Pharafmanps ! 

Thus lowly humbled, proftrate in the duft, 
Wafhing your feet with tears — have mercy ! — ^this 
Will be the blackeft, worft of all your murders. 

Pharasmanes. 
There's byt o?ae way to mitigate his doom, 

Zenobia, 
pive me to know it 5 Ipare him i Ipare his lif^, 

Pharasmanes. 

Abjure the flave, and by connubial vows 
This inftant make thee partner of my throne, 

Zenobia. 

My faith, my love, my very life is his ; 

My child is his : oh \ think thou fee'ft my infant 

Lifting his little hands — 

Pharasmanes. 

I rU hear no more : 

Or yicl4 thi§, nqoment, or the traitor dies. 

[£;v// Pharafmanes. 
I Zeno- 

I 
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Zenobia, alone. 

Inhuman tyrant ! — ^madnefs feize my braiii— n 
Swallow mc earth — here Ihall tbefe defp'rate haiid$ 
Strike on thy flinty bolbm j here my voice 
Pierce to the center, till with pity touched 
Your caverns open wide to hide a wretch 
From hated men, from n>ifery like this* 

Enter Teribazus. 
Affli<fted mourner, raife thee from the e^rth, 

Eenobia. 

What voice is that ? I know thee wellr— thou ar't 
That fiend accurft, the murd'rous Teribazus S 
Yes^ thou art welcome I (rifing) thou delight'ft i« 

blood: 
I am your willing viftim j plunge your fword 
Deep in my heart \ V\\ thank thee for thee ftroke^ 
Since thou haft murder'd all my foul held dear. 

Teribazus. 
/Lffauge this ftorm of grief, nor blame a lover 
That doats like me. ' Could I behold that form 
Snatched from my arms ? 

Zenobia. 

You know not what you Ve done \ 
Your blamelefs brother — 

Teribazus, 
How! 

Zevobia. 

You Ve murder'd him : 
Yovr brother Rhadamitos | 
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Teribazus* 
Hhadamiftus ! 

Zenobia. 
By th€e he dicsl that is yoor fpieiidid 'lieedl 

Teribazus, ' 

What fay'ft thou ? — ^^he my brother— urge me 116C 
To initant madnefs-^-is he — tell me— -fay— 
Ar't thou Zenobia ? 

ZENOBIAt 

Yes, that ifatal wretch I— 

Teri^aztts, 

If this be fo-— what have I done, ye pow*rs ! 
. To merit this extremity of grief? 
Why did'ft thou hide the awful fecret from mcl 

Zenobia, 

Could I betray him ? Could 1 truft your father^ 
Whofe fell ambition^ whofe relentlefe rage. 
Has fix'd a price on our devoted heads ? 

Teribazus* 

Then fhall this hated being — no! — fU live 
To fave a brother ftill : he fhall not die. 
Oh ! let me feek him, throw me at his feet, 
Implore forgivenefs, and protraft his days4 

lExU Teribazus* 

Zenobia* 

It is in vain ; he's loft; we both muft perifli. 
And then my child— who then fhall guard his youth? 
No more thefe eyes fhall fee him : my fweet boy 
Will break his heart, and unregarded die* 
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Enter 2^opiron. 

ZOPIRON. 

Airs loft ! all riiin^d ! to the cave of death , 
Ev'n now the guards lead Rhadamiftus forth; 

Zenobia; 

Thou fte'ft the fad reverie ! — inrtmbrtal fpiritsi 
Ye winged virtues, that with pitying eye I 

Watch the afflifted, will ye not infpire | 

In this fad hour, one grfeat, one glorious thought) 
Above the vulgar flight of common fouls, ^ 
Tq fave at once my hufband and my child ? 
The infpiration comes ! the bright idea 
Expands my heart, and fills my glowing foul; 

ZOPIRON. ^ 

My gracious queen, let not a blind delpair— - 

Zenobia. 

Talk noti Zopironi when the god infpires ! 

The god ! the god ! — my heart receives him all ! , 

My lord, my Rhadamiftus ftill fliall live. \Exih 

ZOPIRON. 

Yet, I conjure thee^ hear thy faithful flave; 

[Follows her oiiU 

'Enter Rhadamistus and Guards. 

Rhadamistus; 
Say, whither do you lead m6 ? does your tyrant 
Repent his horrid outrage ? 

tntat 
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Eyiter Tbribazus* 

Guards withdraw 

To a remoter ground* \Excunt Soldiers* 

Rhadamistus^ TerIbazus. 

RHADAMISTUSi 

Miftaken prince! 

My heart bleeds for thee. 

TERiBAius; 

Oh ! too w^U I know . . 

The depth of guilt in which the fates have plunged me* 

I cannot look upon thee—* 

RhadamistuS. 

Oh! my Brother, 

Then let me, cv'n in ruin, thus embrace thee; 

TfiillBAit/S. 

I)o*ft thoti lorgive rric? could I e'er have thotighc 
To fee thee here ? my rafhnefs has undone thee 1 

RhadaMistuS* 

Ko, thou art innocent : the guilt is rniriei 

The guilt of mean, ungenerous policy^ 

Of felfifti wifdom, difingenuous art. 

That from a friend kept back the. fatal fecrct^ 

When with the ardor of unbounded confidence^ 

1 Ihould have ruih'd with tranfport to thy arnisj 

Unbofom'd allj and wrapt thee in my heart* 

Teribazus* 
Alas ! IVe hriap'd thefe horrors on thy head* 
Vol. I. C c Tvc 
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IVe feal'd thy doom , that is a brother's gift ; 

The firft eflay of Teribazus' frieiKifhip ! 

But I am doom'd to be a wretch abhorr'd, 

Of men and gods abhorr'd ! • doomed like my father 

To drench thefemurd'rous hands in brother's blood! 

R'HADAMISTUS. 

Imbitter not the pangs that rive my fouL 
Where is Zenobia ? Unrelenting powers 
Was it for this your perfecuting wrath 
Gave me to meet her, gave that angel-fweetnefs 
To thefe delighted eyes, thefe eager arms ? 

Teribazus* 
!fU give thee freedom ftilli by Heav'n I will. 

Rhadamistus. 

Was fhe but giv^n me to afflift her mo>Tt ? 
To wake in that dear hreaft a gleam of joy, 
A mockery of joy ; J9y fcarce, ye pow'rs ! 
Divided by the moment of delight 
From black defp^ir, from agony and death ? 

Teribazus, 

1 will pi'oteft herj will reftore her to thee. 
Or do a deed fliall ftrike mankind with horror ! 
Not ev'n a father fhall retard my fword -, 
In his own blood Til drench it. 

Rhadamistus^ 
Ha!™- 

Teribazus. 
This hand, 
E're thou llialt fall a vi£tim to his fury, 

Shftli 
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Shall to the heart, th' inhuman heart of him. 
Who dares 

Rhadamistus, 

No more of that—can I confent. 

That a brave gen'rous youth, a much lov'd brother. 

For ev'ry virtue fam'd, fhall thus debafe 

By an atrocious deed his fair renown. 

And perpetrate a dark infidious deed? 

Oh ! I fhould well deferve the worft of ills s 

J then fhould juftify 4 father's cruelty ! 

T^RIBAZUS, 

He has undone thee i has undone us all ! 
But yet thou fh^t not dicj by Heav'n 1 fwear--** 
Yes, take me, horror ! pour into my heart 
Thy blackeft purpofe ; nerve my lifted arm 
To dafh him headlong from his glitt'ring thf onQ 
A terrible c^cample to the world, 

Rhadamistu*, 

Forbear, forbear, my brother i yet refleft j 
You would ftrike vice with terror : tell me then^ 
"Will not the a6t of rafli impetuolis zeal. 
Will not th' example arm the ruffian's hand ? 
Thy virtue thus inflames thy geri'rous ardor 1 
But oh ! my brother, let it ne'er be faid 
Ths^t virtue held the bafe aflaflTin's knife ! 

Teribazu^. 

Gods ! have I ruin'd (uch unheard of goodneis ? 
Swift I'll difpatch a meflage to Paulinus, 
And c^U his legions to aflault the camp, 

C c a Ent^ 



TiGRANES, 

The Queen! what Queen? 



196 Z E N O B I A, 

Enter Tioranes, and Guards. 

TiGRANES. 

Guards, feize your prisoner ; in a dungeon's gloon^ 1 
Plunge him fequeftcr'd from the light of Heav'n, 
'Tis Pharafmane^' willt 

Teribazus. 

Thou meddling fiend ! 

I will attend his fteps j will ftill protedt him 

From men like thee, 

Rhadamistus. 

Should Pharafmanes dare 
To violate the rights of public law, 
Rome is at hand, and will have ample vengeance. 

\Exit with Teribazus, 

TiGRANES. 

My thirft of vengeance fliall be fated firft. 
Yes, guard him, prince; it makes thy ruin fure I 
Thy Ariana too, while fate is bufy^ 
Shall meet her doom, and leave my road to glory 
All fmoQth and level to ambition's wilh, 

Enter Zopiron^ 

ZOPIRON, 

^Gainfl: Rome's ambaflador *the King, Tigrancs^ 
Sufpends his fentence till his further orders. 
The Queen comnaands it too. 



Zo^ 
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ZOPIRON, 

The beauteous Ariana 5 now your fovereign, 

TiGRANES, 

Has fhe relented ? is fhe married to him ? 

' ZOPIRON. 

She is : the fcene with various paflions burn*d ! 
Her trefles all unbound^ with faded charms. 
Yet lovely ev'n in forrow, thro' the ranks 
Eager Ihe flew, with Ihrieks, with outftretch'd arm^j 
Invoking ev'ry god ! the wond'ring foldier | 

With foften'd finews, bent his fword to earth 
And gaz'd with mix'd emotions as fhe pafs'd. 
Prone to the ground at Pharafmanes' feet 
She fell : he rais'd her foon, fhe fmil'd confent. 
To the King*s tent fhe prefs'd with eager Tpeed. 
Th' exulting monarch call'd his priefts around him. 
And foon with lolemn march and feftive fong 
In his pavfUion fought the blooming bride, 

TlGRAN^S. . 

This fudden change^ Zopiron, this rafh haflc, 
J like it not, 

20PIR0N, 

Nor I Tigranes : doubt, 

Sufpicion, fear, and wonder, and miflrufl. 

Rife in ?ach anxious thought. 

TlGRANE3. 

But did'fl thou fee 
Th^ cereniony clos'd f 

Zo- 
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ZOPIRON, 

idid: atfirft 

All pale and trembling Ariana ftood. 

Then more coUefted, with undaunted ftcp 

She to the altar bore the nuptial cup. 

There reverent bow'd, and " hear ye gods," Ihe faid^ 

" Hear and record the purpofc of my foul." 

With trembling lips then kifs'd the facred vafe^ 

And as our country's folemn rites require. 

Drank of the facred bev'rage : from her hand 

The King received it, and with eager joy. 

As to his foul he took the neftar'd draught. 

With ftedfaft eye fhe view'd him, whilft a fmilc 

Of fickly joy glearn'd faintly o'er her vifage, 

TlG^ANES. 

Well, lhe*s our Queen, the diadem is hers ! 

ZOPIRON, 

How long to wear it, Heav'n alone can tell. 

[T^e hackjcene draws ^ and dif covers the King^sfa^ 
villiony with an altar^ and jfire blazing on it i /oft 
piufick is play' dy and they come forwards 

Pharasmanes and Zenobia, 

Pharasmanes, 

At length my Ariana's foft compliance 
Endears the prefent blifs, ^nd gives an earneft 
Of joy to brighten a long train of years. 

Zenobia. 
Alas ! fond man expiates oft in fancy, 

Uncon* 
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tJnconfdous of the fates, xnd oft in thought 
Anticipates a blifs he ne'er enjoys. 

PhaAasmanes. 

Away with gloomy care ; for thou ar't minej 
Thou, Ariana ! all our future days 
Shall fmile with gay, with ever-young defire. 
And not a cloud o'ercaft the bright ferene. 

Zenobia* 

And does thy penetrating eye pervade 
What time has yet in ftore ? 

Phahasuajb^es^ 

Why doft thou aflc ? 

Zenobia. 

I have been usM to grief: releafe the Rom^^ 
And give him hence fafe conduft to his friends i 
I then ihall be at peace. 

Pharasmanes. 

Beware, beware ! 

Nor rouze again the pangs, that fire a foul. 

Which fiercely doats like mine^ 

Zekoeia. 

Difmifs him hence ; 

Give him his life j it was your marriage vow* 

Grant me one interview, one little hour. 

In that poor fpace I can crowd all that's left mc 

Of love, and tendernefs, and fond concern. 

Before we part for ever. 

Pharasmanes. 

Fond concern I 

And 
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- And love, and tendernefs ! that look betrayi 
The fecret workings of a heart eftrang'd 1 ^ 
And Ihall the man, who dares difpute my love, 
Shall the flave breathe a moment? hafte, TigraneSj 
And fee immediate execution on him. 

lExii Tigranesi 

l^ENOBlAi 

Oh ! ftay Tigranes — barb'rous man, recall 
The horrid mandate. . 

PrtARASMANES- 

By immortal love^ 

I fee the flave ftill triumphs in your heart; 

ZenoBxAc 

Oh ! fpare hinri, fpare him ; by the vital air^ 

By your own promised faith [^Kneels to kiiHi 

pHARASMANESi 

Since lov*d by thee. 

His doom is doubly feal'd* 

Zenobia* 

You fhali not fly me : 

Now tear me, drag me groveling in the d!un:, 

Tear off thcfe hands 5 tear, tear me piece-meal firll:i 

PharasmaKeS; 
Nay, then fihce force muft do it^ [Shakes her offi 

Zenobia. 
Barb'rous tyrant I [She lies fir etched on thigHundi 

Pha- 
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Pharasmanes^ 

I go to fee the minion of your heart 

Expire in pangs before nf>c. Ha I — what means 

This more than winter's froft that chills my veins ? 

Zenobia. (Looking up) 
That groan revives, asmJ calls mc back ta life I 

Pharasmanes. 

I cannot rri:ove--Heach vital funftio^'s loft ^ 
The purple current of my blood is ftopt ; 
I freeze > I bum; oh! 'tis the ftroke of death.- 
I [Falls on the ground,- 

j ZsNOflrA. (Ri&ftg) 

! Yesy ryra^it, yes; it is the ftroke of death •; 
And I in-fli^ it ; I have done it aU. 

Pharasmanes*' 
^erfticiou's trait'rcfs ! tliau I 

Zenobia'. 
My vengeance did it ! 
' Zenobia's. vengeance ! — 'tis Zenobia ftrilires !• 
Zenobia. execfites her jufticc on thee ! 

' Pharasmanes.' 

Oh! dirc>^ accnrft event!' — ar't thou* 2^iapbia? 

Zenobia,- ^ 

I Yes, thou fell monfter, know me for Zenobia ! 
Know the ambaflador is Rhadamiftus 1 
Hafte thee, Zopiron, and proclaim him King. 

[Exit Zopiron.- 

VdL, L ' & d RfM - 
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Pharasmanes. 

May curfcs light upon thee — oh ! I die. 
And racks and wheels disjoint me. 

Zenobia. 

Writhe in torment. 

In fiercer pangs than my dear father knew. 

But I revenge his death ; I, dafli'd the cup 

With precious poifon ! — (aflourijh of trumpets) ha! 

— now tyrant wake. 
And hear thofe founds — my Rhadamiftus reigns ! 

Pharasmanes. 

What and no help ! — it is too late — the fates, 
The fiends furround me ; more than Etna's fires 
Burn in my veins — yet Heav'n — no — 'tis in vain; 
I cannot rife — my crimes — my tenfold crimes — 
They pull, they plunge me down, down headlong— 
oh ! \Bies, 

Zenobia. 

Shade of my father view your daughter now 1 
Behold her ftruggling in a righteous caufe ! 
•Behold her conquering in the tyrant's camp ! 
Behold your murd'rer levell'd in the duft! 

A Jecond flourijh of trumpets. 

Rhadamistus. (Within thefcenes) 
Where is Zenobia? 

Zenobia. 
Rhadamiftus, here ! 
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Enter Rhadamistus, Teribazus, Megistus, 

ZOPIRON, Csfr. 

Rhadamistus. 

Oh ! let me, let me thus, thus pour my foul. 
Thus Ipeak my joy, thus melt within thy arms. 

Zenobia. 

My lord ! my life, my Rhadamiftus ! — come. 
Grow to my heart, that bounds and fprings to meet thee. 

Rhadamistus. 

Once more reviv'd and fnatch'd again from death 
Thus do I fee thee ? — thefe are fpeechlefs joys. 
And tears alone exprefs them. 

Zenobia. 
Have I fav'd thee ? 
All-gracious gods ! 'tis rapture in th' extreme ! 

Rhadamistus. 
My Iweet deliverer ! my all of blifs ! 

Zenobia. 

Oh ! it is joy too exquifite ! — and yet 
Grief will imbitter ecftacy like this I 
There lies your father ! 

Rhadamistus, 
All his crimes 

Be buried with him ! — nature will have way> 
And o'er his corfe thus fheds the filial tear. 

Teribazus, 

Oh ! that my tears could wafh away his ftains ! 

D d a Zb- 
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Z^NOBIA. 

Wilt thou forgive his murderer ? 

Rhadamistus, 

For thee, 

Befet with wrongs, and injur'd as thou wer*t, 
In ev'ry region fame fhall clap her wings, 
And the recording mufe applaud thy virtue, 

ZfiNOBIA. 

If thou forgiv'ft me, I am blefs'd indeed ! 
Now we ihall part no more— Megiflus too ! 
Thou good old map ! — let rne embrace thee— ha! 

Megistus, 
The blood forfakes her cheeky her eyes are fix'd!-^ 

Zenobia. 

Support m^ — help me — oh ! I die — I die, 

[Falls in Megiftus' amu 

Rhadamistus, 

Revive my love; thy Rhstdamiftus thus. 
Thus call§ your flvt.t'ring fpirit back to life, 

Zenobia, 
It will not be— .the toil of life is o*er— 
My Rhadamiftus — [Sinks down on the ground. 

Rhadamistus^ 
Myft I lofe thee then ? 

Zenobia. 

Oh ! the envenom'd cup ! — the marriage rites 

• Required 
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Requir*d that I Ihould drink it firft myfelf : 
There was no other way j I did it freely 
To fayc thy life -, to fave thee for my child. 

Rhadamistus. 

Is there no antidote to Hop the courfe 
Of this vile poifon ? 

Zenobia. 

None — it rages now ; 

It rages thro' my veins ; my eyes grow dim ; 
They're loft in dr.rkjiels— -oh ! — I cannot fee thee. 
Where art thou, Rhadamiftus ? — muft I breathe 
Longer in life, and never fee thee more ! 
And are my eyes forbid one dear farewell ? 
Oh ! cruel ftars ! — muft they not fix on thee 
The laft expiring glance ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Rclentlefs pow'rs ! 

There lies Zenobia ! — round that pallid beauty 
Call your astherial hoft, each winged virtue. 
Call ev'ry angel down, bid 'em behold 
That matchlefs excellence, and then refufe 
Soft pity if they can ! 

Zenobia. 

Megiftus, feek my child. 
And bring him to his father — Rhadamiftus, 
Wilt thou proteft him ? — My fweet orphan-babe 
I leave thee too ! — oh ! train him up in virtue : 
Wilt thou be fond of him ? a mother's fondnefs 
My child ihould meet-r-oh ! raife me, Rhadamiftus; 
Give me thy hand — my little infant — oh !— 

[Dies. 

Rha- 
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Rhadamistus. 

Tears, you do well to flop ; your wretched drops 

Are unavailing at a light like this ! 

And art thou gone ? — ah ! thus defac'd and pale, 

Thus do I fee thee ? — is that ghaftly form 

All that is left me of thee ?— give me daggers, , 

Give me Ibme inftant means of death, n^y friends, 

That I may throw this load of life away. 

And let our hearts be both inurn'd together. 

Teribazus. 

Live, live my brother, for your infant fon j 
Let hirti prevail. 

Rhadamistus, 

Inhuman that thou art! 
Think you 111 ftay imprifon'd here in life. 
When there — behold her — how fhe fmiles in death! 
When there that form — think ye I'll linger here? 
Dead, dead Zenobia !— ftill I have thee thus ! 
You ne'er fhall part us— this at ieaft I'll hold. 
And cling for ever to thefe pale, pale charms ; 
Here breathe my laft, and faithfull ftill in death, 
Love fliall unite us in one peaceful grave* 

Teribazus. 

Bring ev'ry aid, all medicinal fl^ill. 

To give each lenient balm to woes like his. 

From thee ambition, what misfortunes flow?. 
To thee what varied ills weak mortals owe ? 
'Twas this for years laid defolate the laiid. 
And arm'd againft a fon the father's hand ; 
To black defpair poor loft Zenobia drove j 
The haplefs viftim of difaftrous love ! 

E P I- 
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Written by DAVID GARRICK, Efq; 

Spoken by Mrs. A B I N G T O N. 

(She peeps thro' the Curtain,) 

^^O W do you ally good folks? — In tears for certain^ 

ril only take a Peep behind the Curtain; 
Xou!re all Jo full of tragedy ^ and Jadnejs ! 
For me to come among yey would be madnejs : 
^his is no time for giggling-^— when you've leijurey 
Call out for me y and Fll attend your pleafure ; 
Jlsjoldiers hurry at the beat of drum y 
Beat but your hands y that injiant I will come. 

[She enters upon their clapping, 
^his is Jo goody to call me out Jo Joon — 
^he Comic Muse by me intreats a boon ; 
She call'd forFRiTCHA^Dy herfirji maid ofhonouTy 
And begg'd of her to take the tajk upon her-y 
But Jkey — Fm Jure you'll all bejorryfor'ty 
Rejigns her placCy and Joon retires from court: 
To bear this lofsy we courtiers make a fhifty 
When good folks leave uSy worje may have a lift. 

The Comic Muse, whofe ev'ry Jmile is gracey 1 
And her Sage Sister, with her tragic face, V 

Have had a quarrel each has writ a Case *. J 

And on their frie72ds ajfembled now I waity 
To give you of their difference A true State; 
Melpomene, complains when floe appea7'Sy 
For five good a£lSy in all her pomp of tearsy 

* Alluding to the difpute between the Managers of Covent- 
Garden Theatre, who, at that time, had printed their Cases ^ 

To 
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?V taije your fouls y and with her raptures wing ^efifty 

Nay wet your handkerchiefs y that you may wring 'm-, 

Some flippauf huffey^ like myfelf comes in ; 

Crack goes her fan^ and with a giggling grin. 

Hey! Presto pass/ — all toffy turvy fee, 

Andy OH ! OH ! OH ! is changed to he> he^. he I 

IVe own the faulty, but 'tis a fault in vogue, 

^is theirs, who call and bawlfor—-^?ihQG\3i. l > 

07 Jhame upon you— for the time to come^ 

Know better,, and go miferable home. 

What fays our Comic Goddess ? — with reproaches, 

She vows her Sister Tragedy encroaches I 

And fpite of all her virtue, and ambition. 

Is known to, have an anurous difpofttion.: 

For in False. Delicacy — wond'rous flyy, 

Join'd with a certain Irishman — O fyel 

She made you, when you ougf)t to laugh, to cry^ — 

Herfijler'sfmiles with tears Jhe try d tofmother, 

Rais'd fuch a tragi-comic kind of pother, 

Tou laugh' d with one eyey while you crfd with o'tber. 

What can be done ?-"fad work behind thefcenes I 

^here comic females f cold with tragic queens. 

Each party different ways the foe affailsy, 

^hefe Jhake their daggersy. thofe prepare their nails. 

^Tis you alone'muji calm their dih miJhapSy. 

Or we Jhall Jiill continue pulling caps. 

What is your will ? — / read it in your faces i 

That all hereafter take their proper places y 

Shake hands, and ktfs and friends ^and-^mj^^rTHU^ 

GA^S.. 
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TRAGEDY. 

Performed ^t the 
THi;ATRE JIOYAJ, 

Quo non penetrat, aut quid non excogitat pietaa, 
quse in carcere fervandae genetricis novam rationem 
invenit ? Quid enim tarn inufitatum, quid tam in- 
auditum, quam n^atrem natae uberibus alitam ? Pun 
taret aliquis hoc contra rerum naturam faftum, nifi 
djligere parentes prima naturae lex eflfet.^ 

Vai,. Maxim, lib. 5, c. 4, 
Vox,. L ]E ? 
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Spoken by Mr. W E S T O N. 

He peeps in at the Stage Door. 

JtJ^/P/ mujic! mujic !—— Have you more to playf 
Somewhtit Fd offer^^-ftip your cat-gut y pray. 

Will you permit^ and not pronounce me rude^ 
A bookfeller one moment to intrude ? 
Ny name is Fool/cap : — all my troubles pajl^ 
Fortune bath given me a rare helping caji. 
To all my toUs a wife hath put a flop: 
A devil firjl'y but now I keep ajhop. 
My mafter diedy poor man I he's out of print! 
His widow y fhe had eyes and took my hint* 
A prey to grief fhe could not bear to be^ 
Andfo tum'd over a new leaf with mii 

I drive a trade ; have authors in my pay^ 
Men of all worky perweeky per fheety per day. 
Trav'llers, who not one foreign country know: 
>^»^Past'ral PoETSj in the found of Bow. 
Translators, from the Greek they never read\ 
Cantabs and Sophs, in Covent-Garden bred. 
Historians, who can't write y who only take 
Scijfars andpajie-y cuty vamp; a book they make ^ 

Fve treated for this play; can buy it tcoy 
If I could learn what you intend to do. 
If for nine nights you' II bear this tragic fluff i 
I have a newf papery and there can puff 

A new/paper does wonders! none can be 
In debty in lovcy dependent y or quite freey 
Ugly or handfomCy welly or ill in bedy 
Single or marriedy or alive or deady 
But we give life y death y virtue y vice with eafe i 
In Jhort a newfpap&r does what we pleafe. 
There jealous authors at each other bark; "| 

Till Truth leaves not oneglimpfey noy not onefpark; y 
But lies meet lies y andjoflleinthedarh j 

E c a Our 
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Our bard within has often felt the dart 
Sent from our quiver y levelVd at his heaH. 
Pve prejs'd him, ere he plays this defpWate game^ 
*To anfwer all, and vindicate his name. 
But he convinced that all but truth muft die. 
Leaves to its own mortality the lie. 
Would any know^ while parties fight pell-mell y 
How he employs his pen? — his play will tell. 
To that he trufls\ that hefubmits to you, 
Aim^d at your tend'reft feelings, moral, new. 
Thefcenes, he hopes, will draw the heart-felt tear-. 
Scenes that come home to ev^ry bofom here. 

If this will do, ril run and buy it ftraight-. 
Stay ; let me fee -, I think Fd better wait : 
Tes i I^ll liejnug, till you have fix' d it's fate* 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

DioNVsiuSy Mr. Palmer. 

EvANDER, Mr. Barry. 

Philotas, Mr. Reddish. 

Melanthon, Mr. Aickin. 

Phocion, Mr. J. Aickin^ 

Arcas, Mr. Hurst. 

Greek Herald, Mr. Packer. 

Calippus, Mr. Inchbald. 
Greek Soldier, - Mr. Davies. 

Officer, Mr. Wheeler^ 

Euphrasia, Mrs. Barry. 

Erixene, Mifs Platt* 



Scene, SYRACUSE. 
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ACT the FIRST. 

lEMter MeLanthoi^, and Philotas^ 
Melanthon. 
yet a moment ; hear, Philotas, hear mc^ 



Philotas* 
No more; it muft not be- 

Melanthon* 

Obdurate man ; 

Thus wilt thou fpurn me, when a King diftre&'d, 

A good, a virtuous, venerable King, 

The father of his people, from a throne 

' Which long with ev'ry virtue he adorn'd. 
Torn by a ruffian, by a tyrant's hand, 

groans in captivity ? In his own palace 
Lives a Tequefter'd prifoner ? Oh ! Philotas, 
If thou haft not renounced humanity \ 
Let me behold my fovereign ; once again 
Admit me to his prefence i let me fee 
My royal mafter. 



Philotas. 
Jrge thy fuit no further; 



Thy 
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Thy words are fruitlefs j Dionyfius' orders 
Forbid accefs ; he is oiar fov'reign now ; 
^is hh to give the law, mine to obey. 

Melanthon. 

Thou dan^ft not mean it : his to give the law I 
Detefted fpoiler ! — his ! a vile ufurper ! 
Have we forgot the elder Dionyfius, 
Surnam'd the Tyrant ? To Sicilians throne 
The monfter waded thro' whole feas of blood. ^,^ 
Sore groaned the l^hd beneath his iron rod. 
Till rous'd at length Evander came frorn Greece^ 
Like Freedom's Genius came, and fent thfe> tyrants 
Stript of the Crown, and to his humble rank 
Once more reduc'd, to roam, for vile fubfiftence, 
A wandering fophift thro' the realms of Greece. 

Philotas. 

Melanthon, yes ; full clearly I remember 
The fplendid day, when all rejoicing Sicily 
Hail'd her deliveren 

Melanthon. 

Shall the tyrant^s fon 

Deduce a title from the father's guilt ? 

Philotas, thou wert once the friend of goodnefs -^s 

Thou art a Greek ; fair Corinth gave thee birtik- ; 

I mark'd thy growing youth ; I need not tell. 

With what an equal fway Evander reign'd. 

How juft, how uprightj generous and good ! 

From ev'ry region bards and fages came; .. • 

Whatever of fcience ancient Egypt ftor'd ; 

All that the Eaft had treafur'd j all that Greece^ 

Of moral wifdom taught, and Plato's voice, ^ 

Was heard in Sicily. Shall Dionyfius 

Extinguilh ev'ry virtue in the land, 
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Bow to his yoke the necks of freeborn men, 
And here perpetuate a tyrant's reign ? 

Philotas. 

Whate'er his right, to him in Syracufe 

All bend the knee ; his the fupreme dominion. 

And death and torment wait his fovereign nod. 

Melanthon. 

But foon that pow'r fliall ceafe : behold his walls 
Now clofe encircled by the Grecian bands \ 
Timoleon leads them on ; indignant Corinth 
Sends her avenger forth, array'd in terror. 
To hurl ambition from a throne ufurp'd^, " ■ 
And bid all Sicily refume her rights. 

Philotas- 

TThou wert a ftatefman once, Melanthon ; now. 
Grown -dim with age, thy eye pervades no more 
The deep-laid fchemes which Dionyfius plans. 
Know then, a fleet from Carthage even now 
Stems the rough billow; and, ere yonder fun. 
That now declining feeks the Weftern wave. 
Shall to the Ihades of night rcfign the world, 
TThoult fee the Punic fails in yonder bay, 
Whofe waters walli the walls of Syracufe. 

Melanthon. 

Art thou a ftranger to Timoleon's name ? 
Intent to plan, and circumfpeft to fee 
Ali poflible events, he ruihes on , 
Refiillefs in his courfe } Your boafted mafter 
Scarce Hands at bayj each hour the flrong blockade 
Hems him in ciofcr, and ere long thpu'lt view 
OpprefTion's iron rod to fragments fhiver'd ! 
The good Evander then 

Phi- 
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Philotas. 
^as, Evander 
WUl ne'er behold the golden time you look for I 

^ Melanthon, 

How I nof behold it ! Say, Philotas, fpeak ; 
Has the fell tyrant, have his feloi; n>urderers— - 

Philotas, 
As jcty my friend, Evander lives. 

Melanthon. 
And yet 

Thy dark half-hinted purpofe— lead me to himj 
If thou haft murder'd him 

Philotas^ 
By Heav'n, he lives. 

Melanthon, 

Then blels me with one tender interview. 

Thrice has the fun gone down, fince laft thefe ey^ 

Have feen the good old King ; fay, why is this ? 

Wherefore debar'd his prefence ? Thee, Philotas^ 

The troops obey, that guard the royal pris'ner ; 

Each avenue to thee is open ; thou 

Can'ft grant admittance ; let me, let me fee him. 

Philotas. 

Entreat no more; the foul of Dionyfius 
Is ever wakeful i rent with all the pangs 
That wait on confcious guilt. 

Melanthon. 
But when dun night—— 
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Philotas. ^ 

Alas ! it cannot be : but mark my words. 

Let Greece urge on her general affault. 

Difpatch fome friend> who may o'er-leap the walls> 

And tell Timoleon, the good old Evander 

Has liv'd three days, by Dionyfius' order^ 

Lock'd up from ev'ry fuftenarice of nature, 

'And life, now wearied out, almoft. expires; 

Melanthon. 

If any fpark of virtue dwell within thee. 
Lead me> Philotas> lead me to his prifon. 

Philotas. 
The tyrant^s jealous care hath mov'd him thence* 

Melanthon. 
ka ! mov'd hini> fay'ft thou ? 

Philotas: 

At the midnight hour, 

Silent convey'd him up the fteep afcent^ 

To where the elder Dionyfius form'd. 

On the ftiarp fummit of the pointed rock. 

Which overhangs the deep, a dungeon drear : 

Cell within cell, a labyrinth of hofror. 

Deep cavcrn'd in the cliff, where many a wretchj 

Unfeen by mortal eye, has groan'd in anguilh. 

And died obfcure, unpitied, and unknown; 

MelanthOn": 

Clandeftine murderer ! Yesi there's the fcenc 
Of horrid maffacre. Full oft I've walk'd. 
When all things lay in fleep and darknefs hufh'd. 
Yes, oft I've walk'd the lonely fullen beach. 
Vol. I; F f And 
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And heard the mournful found of many a corle 
Plung'd from the rock into the wave beneath. 
That murmurs on the fhore. And means he thu*» 
To end a monarch's life ? Oh! grant my pray'r j 
My timely fuccour may proteft his days ^ 
The guard is yours 

PhiloTas. 

Forbear i thou plead'fl: in vain; 
And though I feel foft pity throbbing here ; 
Though each emotion prompts the genVous deed, 
I muft not yield ; it were affur'd deftruftion ; 
Farewell, difpatch a meflage to the Greeks $ 
1*11 to my ftationj now thou know'ft the worft. 

[Exii. 

Melanthon. 

Oh ! loft Evander I Loft Euphrafia too ! 
How will her gentle nature bear the ftiock 
Of a dear father, thus in lingering pangs 
A prey to famine, like the verrieft wretch 
Whom the hard hand of Mifery hath grip'd I 
In vain ftiell rave with impotence of forrow ; 
Perhaps provoke her fate J Greece arms in vain; 
All's loft i Evander dies ! 

. EnUr Calif^pus. 

Calippus* 
Where is the King ? 

Our troops, that fallied to attack the foe. 
Retire difordered ; to the eaftern gate 
The Greeks purfue ; Timoleon rides in blood ! 
Arm, arm, and meettheir fury. 

Melanthon.^ 
To the citadel 

jbirea 



I 
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Direft thy footfteps ; Dionyfius there 
Marfhals a chofen band. 

* Calippus, 

Do thou call forth 

TJiy hardy yeferans j hafte, or all is loft ! [Exit, 

\Warlike mujic, 

Melanthon. 

Now, ye juft Gods, now look propitious downj 
J^ow give the Grecian fabre tenfold edge, 
^nd fave a virtuous King | 

^Warlike mujie^ 

Enter Euphrasia. 

Euphrasia. 

War on, ye heroes. 

Ye great affertors of a monarch's caufe ! 
Let the wild tempeft rage. Melanthon, ha ! 
Did'ft thou not hear the vaft tremenduous roar? 
Down tumbling from it's bafe the eaftern tow'r^ 
Burft on the tyrant's ranks^ and on the plain 
J^ies an extended ruin, 

Melanthon, 

Still new horrors 

Jncreafe each hour^ and gather found our headg, 

Euphrasia. 
The glorious tumult lifts my tow'ring foul. 
Once more, Melanthon, once again, my father 
Shall mount Sicilia's throne, 

Melanthon. 
.Alas! that hour 
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Would come with joy to ev'ry honefl: heart. 
Would fhed divineft bleflings from its wing i 
But no fuch hour in all the round of time, 
I fear, the fates averfe will e'er leacl on. 

Euphrasia. 

And ftill, Melanthon, ftill does pale defpair 

Deprefs thy fpirit ? Lo ! Timoleon comes 

ArmM with the pow'r of Greece; the brave^ the juft^ 

God-like Timoleon ! ardent to redrefs. 

He guides the war, and gains upon his prey, 

A littlq interval Ihall fet the vi6tor 

Within our gates triumphant. 

Melanthon. 

Still my fears 

Forbbde for thee. Would thou hadft left this place^ 
When hence your hufband, the brave Phocion fled. 
Fled with your infant fon ! 

Euphrasia. 
In duty fix'd. 

Here I remained, while my brave gen'rous Phocion^ 
Fled with my child, and from his mother's arms 
Bore niy fweet little one. Full well thqu know'ft 
The pangs I fufFer'd in that trying moment. , 
Did I not weep ? Did I not rave and Ihriek, 
And by the roots tear my difheveird hair ? 
Did I not follow to the fea-beat (hore, 
Refolv'd with him and with my blooming boy 
To truft the winds and waves ? 

Mei^anthon. 
Deem not^ Euphrafia, 
I e'er can doubt thy conftancy and love. 

Eur 
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Euphrasia. 

Melanthon, how I loved, the Gods who faw 
Each fecret image that my fancy form'd. 
The Gods can witnefs how I lov'd my Phocion, 
And yet I went not with him. Could I do it ? 
Could I defert my father ? Could I leave 
The venerable man, who gave me being, 
A viftim here in Syracufe, nor ftay 
To watch his fate, to vifit his affliftion. 
To cheer his prilbn hours, and with the tear 
Of filial virtue bid ev'n bondage fmile ? 

Melanthon. 

The pious aft, whatever the fates intend. 
Shall merit heart-felt praife. 

Euphrasia. 

Yes, Phocion, go, ,^ 

Go with my child, torn from this matron breaft. 

This breaft that Itill fhould yield it's nurture to him^ 

Fly with my infant to fome happier fhore. 

If he be fafe, Euphrafia dies content. 

TjU that fad clofe of all, the tafk be mine 

To tend a father with delighted care. 

To fmooth the pillow of declining age, 

See him fink gradual into mere decay. 

On the laft verge of life watch ev'ry look, 

Explore each fond unutterable wifti, 

Patch his laft breath, and clofe his eyes in peace. 

Melanthon. 

I would not add to my afflictions ; yet 

fAy heart mifgives i Evander's fatal period 

Eut 
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Euphrasia. 

Still is far off; the Gods have fent relief. 
And once again I fliall behold him King. . 

Melanthont. 

Alas ! thofe glitt'ring hopes but lend a ray 
To gild the glouds, that hover o'er your head. 
Soon to rain forrow down, and plunge you deepef 
In black defpair, 

Euphrasia, 

The fpirit-ftirring virtue, 

That glows within me, ne'er fhall know defpair. 

No, I will truil the Gods. Defponding man ! 

Haft thou not heard with what refiftlefs ardour 

Timoleon drives the tumult of the war ? 

Haft thou not heard him thund'ring at our gates f 

The tyrant's pent up in his laft retreat ; ' 

Anon thou'It fee his battlements in duft. 

His walls, his ramparts, and his towVs in ruin \ 

peftruftion pouring in on ev'ry fide. 

Pride and opprefiion at their utmoft need. 

And nought to fave him in his hopelefs hour. 

[Aflourijio of trwmfetSy 

Mei-anthon. 

Ha ! the fell tyrant comes — Beguile his rage. 
And o'er your forrows caft a dawn of gladudf^. 

Enter Dionysius, Calippus, Officers^ tf^, 

DiONYSIUS, 

The vain prefumptuo^s Greek ! His hopes of con^ 

queft. 
Like a gay dream, are vanilb'd into air. 

• ' Proiidly 



A TRAGEDY.' . saj 

I^Mtidly elate, and flufti'd with eafy triumph 
O'er Vulgar warriors, to the gates of Syracufe 
He urg'd the war, till Dionyfius' arm 
Let flaughter loofe, and taught his daftard train 
To feek their fafety by inglorious flight, 

Euphrasia, 

O Dionyfius, if diftracling fears 
Alarm this throbbing bofom, you will pardon 
A frail and tender fex* Should ruthlefs war 
Roam through our ftreets, and riot here in bloody 
Where fhall the loft Euphrafia find a fhelter ? 
In vain fhell kneel, and clafp the facred altan 

let me then, in mercy let me feek 

The glooniy manfion, where my father dwells s 

1 die content, if in his arms I periilv. 

DiONYSIUS. 

Thou lovely trembler, hulh thy feafs to reft* 
The Greek recoils i like the impetuous furgc 
That dalhes on the rock, there breaks, and foams, 
' And backward rolls into the fea again. 
All fhall be well in Syracufe : a fleet 
Appears in view, and brings the chofen fons - 
Of Carthage. From the hill that fronts the main, 
I faw their canvas fwelling wirfi the wind. 
While on the purple wave the weftern fun 
Glanc'd the remains of day. 

Euphrasia, 

Yet till the fury 

Of war fubfide, the wild, the horrid interval . 
In fafety let me foothe to dear delight 
In a lov'd father's prefence : from his fight, ^ 
For three long days, with fpecious feign'd excufe 
Your guards debarred me. Oh ! while yet he lives. 

Indulge 
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Indulge a daughter's love t worn out with age 
Soon muft he feal his eyes in endlefs night. 
And with his converfc eharm my ear no more. 

DlONYSIUS, 

Why thus anticipate misfortune ? Still 
Evander mocks the itijiiries of time. 
Calippus, thou furvey the city round ; 
Station the ceritinelsi that no furprife 
Invade. the unguarded works, while drowfy night 
Weighs down the foldier's eye. Afflifted fair, ' 
Thy couch invites thee. When the tumult's o'er^ 
Thou'lt fee Evander with redoubled joy. 
Though now unequal to the cares of empire 
His age fequefter him, yet honours high 
Shall gild the ev'ning of his various day; 

Euphrasia. 

For this benignity accept my thanks. 

They gulh in tears, and my heart pours it's tribute; 

'DlOT^YSIUSi 

JPerdiccas, ere the morn's revolving ligfit 
Unveil the face of things, do thou difpatch 
A well-oar'd galley to Haniilcar's fleet ; 
At the north point of yonder promontory 
Let fome felefted officer inftruft him 
To moor his fliips, and iflue oil the land. 
Then may Timoleon tremble : vengeance theri 
Shall overwhelm his camp, puffue his bands 
With fatal havock to the ocean's margin. 
And caft their lirhbs to glut the vulture's famine 
In mangled heaps upon the naked Ihore. 

'^ {Exit DionyfiOs.l 






\ 
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Euphrasia, Melanthon, 

Euphrasia. 

What do I hear ? Melanthon, can it be ? 
If Carthage comes, if her perfidious fons 
Lift in his caufe, the dawn of freedom's gone, 

Melanthon. 

WoCj bitt'reft woe impends; thou would'ft not 
think ^ 

Euphrasia. 
How ! Ipeak ! unfold. 

Melanthon. 
My tongue denies it's office. 

Euphrasia, 
How is my father ? Say, Melanthon 

Melanthon. 

He, 

I I fear to (hock thee with the tale of horror ! 

Perhaps he dies this moment. — Since Timoleon 
I Firft ^rm'd his lines round this beleaguered city, 
j No nutriment has touch'd Evander's lips. 

In the deep caverns of the rock imprifon'd 

He pines in bittereft want. 

Euphrasia.^ 

' To that abode 

: Of woe and horror, that laft ftage of life. 
Has the fell tyrant mov'd him ? 

Vol. I. G g Me^ 
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Melanthon. 

There fequefter'd, 

Alas ! he foon muft perifh. 

Euphrasia. 

Well, my heart. 

Well do your vital drops forget to flow. 

Melanthon. 

Enough his fword has reek'd with public flaughteri 
Now dark infidious deeds muft thin mankind, 

tuPHRASlA. 

Oh ! night, that oft haft heard my piercing fhrieks 
Difturb thy awful filence j oft has heard 
Each ftroke thefe hands in frantic forrow gave 
From this fad breaft refounding, now no more 
I mean to vent complaints; I mean not now 
With bufy mem'ry to retrace the wrongs 
The tyrant heap'd on our devoted race. 
I bear it all ; with calmeft patience bear it : 
Refign'd and wretched, delperate and loft, 

Melanthon, 

Delpair, alas ! is all the fad refourcc 
Our fate allows us now. 

Euphrasia. 

Yet why defpair ? 

Is that the tribute to a father due ? 

Blood is his due, Melanthon ; yes, the blood. 

The vile, black blood, that fills the tyrant's veins, 

Would graceful look upon my dagger's point. 

Come, vengeance, come, fhake off this feeble fex, 

Sinew my arm, and guide it to his heart, / 
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And thou, O filial piety, that rurft 
My woman's breaft, turn to vindiftive rage ; 
Afllime the port of juftice i fhew mankind 
Tyrannic guilt hath never dar'd in Syracufe^' 
Beyond the reach of virtue. 

Melanthon. 

, Yet beware; 

Controul this frenzy that bears down your reafon. 
Surrounded by his guards, the tyrant mocks 
Your utmoft fury ; moderate your zeal. 
Nor let him hear thefc tranfports of the foul, 
Thefe wild upbraidings. 

Euphrasia. 

Shall Euphrafia's voice 
Be hufh'd to filence, when a father dies ? 
Shall not the monfter hear his deeds accurft? 
Shall he not tremble, when a daughter comes. 
Wild with her griefs, and terrible with wrongs. 
Fierce in defpair, all nature in her caufe 
Alarm'd and rouz'd with horror ? Yes, Melanthon, 
The man of blood Ihall hear me ; yes, my voice 
Shall mount aloft upon the whirlwind's wing. 
Pierce yon blue vault, and at the throne of Heav'n 
Call down red vengeance on the murd'rer's head. 
Melanthon come j my wrongs will lend me force i 
The weaknefs of my fex is gone -, this arm 
Feels tenfold ftrength ; this arm Ihall do a deed 
For heav'n and earth, for tnen and gods to wonder at ! 
1 his arm fhall vindicate a father's caufe. 



End of the FIRST ACT. 



Gg 2 ACT 
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ACT the SECOND. 

A wild romantic Scene amidfi overhanging Rocks \ s 
Cavefn on one Side. 

Arcas, with a Spear in his Hand. 

THE gloom of night fits heavy on the world; 
And o'er the folemn fcenc fuch ftillnefs reigns. 
As 'twere a paufe of nature ; on the beach 
No murmuring billow breaks ; the Grecian tents 
Lie funk in fleep \ no gleaming fires are feen ; 
All Syracufe is hufh'd ; no ftir abroad. 
Save ever and anon the dafhing oar. 
That beats the fuUen wave. And hark ! — Was that 
The groan of anguifli from Evander's cell. 
Piercing the midnight gloom ? — It is the found 
Of buftling prows, that cleave the briny deep. 
Perhaps at this dead hour Hamilcar's fleet 
Rides in the bay. 

'Enter Philotas, from the Cavern^ 

Philotas. 
What ho ! brave Areas ! ho ! 

Arcas. 
Why thus defert thy couch ? 

Philotas. 
Methought the found 
Of diftarit'uproar chas'd affrighted fleep. ^ 

Ari 
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Arcas, 

At intervals the oar's refounding ftroke 
Comes ecchoing from the main. Save that report, 
A death-like filence through the wide expanfc 
Broods o'er the dreary coaft, 

Philotas. 

Do thou retire. 

And feek repofe ; the duty of thy watch? 

Is now performed i I take thy poft. 

ARCASf. 

How /ares 

Your royal prisoner ? 

Philotas. 

Areas, fhall I own 

A fecret weaknefs ? My heart inward melt^^ 
To fee that fufFering virtue. On the earth. 
The cold, damp earth, the royal viftim lies ; 
And while pale famine drinks his vital fpirit. 
He welcomes death, and fmiles himfelf to reft. 
Oh ! would I could relieve him ! Thou withdraw^ 
Thy wearied nature claims repofe -, and now 
The watch is mine. 



Arcas. 
^ay no alarm diflurb thee. 



[Exif. 



i 

Philotas. 



Some dread event is laboring into birth. 
At clofe of day the fullen flcy held forth 
Unerring fignals. With difaftrous glare 
The moon's full orb rofe crimfon'd o'er with blood; 

And 
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And lo ! athwart the gloom a falling ftar 
Trails a long traft of fire ! — What daring ftep 
Sounds on the flinty rock ? Stand there ; what ho ! 
Speak, ere thou dar'ft advance. Unfo^ thy purpofe: 
Who and what art thou ? 

Enter Euphrasia, with a Lanthorn in her Hand. 

Euphrasia. 

Mine no hoftile ftep j 

I bring no, valour to alarm thy fears: 

It is a friend approaches. 

Philotas. 

Ha! what mean ^ 

Thofe plaintive notes ? 

Euphrasia. 

Here is fUb ambufh'd Greek, 

No warrior to furprize thee on the watch. 

An humble fuppliant comes — Alas my ftrength 

Exliaufted quite forfakes this weary frame. 

Philotas. 

What voice thus piercing thro' the gloom of night — 
What art thou? what thy errand ? quickly fay 
What wretch, with what intent, at this dead hour — 
Wherefore alarm'ft thou thus our peaceful watch ? 

Euphrasia. 

Let no miftruft affright thee — Lo ! a wretch. 

The verielt wretch that ever groan'd in anguilh, / 

Comes here to grovel on the earth before thee, | 

To tell her fad, fad tale, implore thy aid, | 

For liire the pow> is thinje, thou canft relieve (i 

My bleeding heart, an:l fofcen all my woes. | 

PflH 

\ 
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Philotas. 
Ha 1 fure thofe accents — (takes the light from her. 

Euphrasia. 
Deign to liften to me. 

Philotas. 
Euphralia ! 

EtrPHRASIA. 

Yes; the loft, undone Euphrafia; 
Supreme in wretchednefs ; to th' inmoft fenfc. 
Here in the quickeft fibre of the heart. 
Wounded, transfixed, and tortured to deftraftioai 

Philotas. 

Why, princefs, thus anticipate the dawn ? 

Still fleep and filence wrap the weary world ; 

The ftars in mid career ufurp the pole ; 

The Grecian bands, the winds, the waves are hufh'd; 

All things are mute around us ; all but you 

Reft in oblivious flumber from their cares. 

Euphrasia. 

Yes, all ; all reft : the very murd'rer fieeps ; 
Guilt is at reft : I only wake to milcry. 

Philotas. 
How didft thou gain the fummit of the rocTc ? 

Euphrasia. 

Give me my father i here you hold him fetter'd ; 
Oh! give him to me; — in the fond jpurfuit 
All pain and peril vanifh ; love and duty 
Inlpir'd the thought; defpair; itfelf gave courage; 

I climb'd 
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I climb'd the hard afcent ^ with painful toil 
Surmounted craggy clifFs, and pointed rocks ; 
^ What will not mifery attempt ? — If ever 
The touch of nature throbb'd within your breaft. 
Admit me to Evander ; in thefc caves 
I know he pines in want ; 'let me convey 
Some charitable fuccour to a father. 

Philotas. 
Alas ! Euphrafia, would I dare comply. 

Euphrasia. 

It will be virtue in thCe. Thou, like mc, 
Wert born in Greece : — Oh ! by our common parent-- 
Nay ftay j thou Ihalt not fly ; Philotas flay; 
You have a father too ; think were his lot 
Hard as Evander's, if by felon hands 
Chain'd to the earth, with flow confuming pangs 
He felt fliarp want, and with an aflcing eye 
Implor'd relief, yet cruel men. deny'd it, 
Would'ft: thou not burfl: thro' adamantine gates. 
Thro' walls and rocks, to fave him ? Think, PhUotas, 
Of thy own aged fir^e, and pity mine. 
Think of the agonies a daughter feels. 
When thus a parent wants the common food. 
The bounteous hand of nature meant for alh 

PrilLOTAS. 

Twere befl: withdraw thee, princefs; thy aflifl:aace 
Evander wants not; it is fruitlefs all; 
Thy tears, thy wild entreaties, are in vain. 

Euphrasia. 

Ha ! — thou hafl: murder'd him ; he is no more; 
I underfl:and f hee ; — butchers, you have fhed 
The precious drops of life; yet, e'en in death. 
Let me behold him ; let a daughter clofe 

With ' 



\ 
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With duteous hand a father's beamlefs eyes i 
Print her laft kifles on his honour'd hand. 
And lay him decent in the fhroud of death, 

Philotas. 

Alas ! this frantic grief clan nought avail. 
Retire, and feek the couch of balmy fleep. 
In this dead hour, this feafon of repofe, 

Euphrasia. 

And doft thou then, inhuman that thou art ! 
Advife a wretch like me to know repofe ? 
This is my laft abode : thefe caves, thefe rocks. 
Shall ring for ever with Euphrafia's wrongs i 
All Sicily fhall hear me ; yonder deep 
Shall eccho back an injur'd daughter's caufe ; 
Here will I dwell, and rave, and fhriek, and give 
Thefe fcatter'd locks to all the paffing winds i 
Call on Evander loft ; and, pouring curfes. 
And cruel gods, and cruel ftars invoking. 
Stand on the cliff in madnefs and defpair. 

Philotas. 

Yet calm this violence ; refleft, Euphrafia, 
With what fevere enforcement Dionyfius 
Exafts obedience' to his dread command. 
If here thou'rt found 

Euphrasia. 

Here is Euphrafia's manfion, (falls on the ground.} 
Her fix'd eternal home ; — inhuman favages, 
Here ftretch me with a father's murder'd corfe ; 
Then heap your rocks, your mountains on my head \ 
It will be kindnefs in you ; I Ihall reft 
Intomb'd within a parent's arms. 

Vol. I. H h Phi^ 
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Philotas. 
By Heav'rt, 

My heart in pity bleeds. 

Euphrasia. 

Talk'ft thou of pity ? 

Yield to the gen'rous inftinA; grant my prayV; 
Let my eyes view him, gaze their laft upon him, ^ 
And £hew you have fome fenfe of human woe. 

Philotas. 

Her vehemence of grief o'erpow'rs me quite. 
My honeft heart condemns the barb'rous deed. 
And if I dare 

Euphrasia. 

And if you dare! — Is that 

The voice of manhood ? Honeft, if you dare ! 

'Tis the flave's virtue ! 'tis the utmoft limit 

Of the bafe coward's honour. — Not a wretch. 

There's not a villain, not a tool of pow'r. 

But, filence intcreft, extinguifli fear. 

And he will prove benevolent to man. 

The gcn'rous heart does more ; will dare to all 

That honour prompts. How doft thou dare t© 

murder ? 

RefpeiS the gods, and know no other fear. 

Philotas. 

No other fear aflails this warlike brcaflr. 

I pity your misfortunes i ycs^ by Heav'n, 

My heart bleeds for you. Gods ! youVe touch'd 

my fooil! 
The gen'rous impulfe is not giv'n in vain. 
I feel thee Nature, and I dare obey. 

Oh! 



A T R A G E D Y. ^135 

Oh ! thou haft conquer'd.— Go, Euphrafia, go 
-Behold thy father. 

Euphrasia. 

Ralfe me, raife me up ; 

rU bathe thy hand with tears, thou gen'rous man ! 

Philotas. 

Yet mark my words ; if aught of nourifhment 
Thou would'ft convey, my partners of the watch 
Will ne'er confent. 

Euphrasia. 

I will obferve your orders : 

On any terms, oh ! let me, let me fee him. 

Philotas. 
Yon lamp will guide thee thro' the cavern'd way. 

Euphrasia. 

My heart runs o'er in thanks; the pious aft 
Timoleon fhall reward ; the bounteous gods, < 
And thy own virtue fhall reward the deed. 

(Goes into the cave. 

Philotas. 

Prevailing, pow'rful virtue 1 — Thou fubdueft 
The ftubborn heart, and mould'ft it to thy purpofe. 
Would I could fave them ! — But tho' not for me 
The glorious pow'r to fhelter innocence. 
Yet for a moment to afluagc its woes. 
Is the beft fympathy, the pureft joy 
Nature intended for the heart of man. 
When thus fhe gave the focial gen'rous tear. 

[Exit. 

H h 2 Scene 
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Scene the Infide of the Cavern. 
'Enter Arcas and Euphrasia. 

Arcas. 
No J on my life I dare not. 

Euphrasia. 

But a fmall, 

A wretched pittance j one poor cordial drop 

To renovate exhaufted drooping age. 

I afk no more. 

Arcas. 

Not the fmalleft ftore 

Of fcanty nourifhment muft pafs thefe walls. 
Our lives were forfeit elfe : a moment's parley 
Is all I grant ; in yonder cave he lies. 

Evander (withif^ the cell) 

Oh ! ftruggling nature ! let thy conflict end. 
Oh ! give me, give rrie reft. 

Euphrasia. 

My father's voice! 

It pierces here ! it cleaves my very heart. 

I Ihall expire, and never fee him more. ^ 

Arcas. 

Repofe thee, princefs, here, (draws a couch) here reft 

thy limbs,. 
Till the returning blood Ihall lend thee firmnefs. 

Euphrasia. 

The caves, the rocks, re-echo to his groans ! - 
And is there no relief? Ar- 
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Arcas. 
All I can grant. 

You Ihall command. I will unbar the dungeon, 
Unloofe the chain that binds him to the rock. 
And leave your interview without reftraint. 

[Opens a cell in the back Scene^ 

Euphrasia. 

Hold, hold my heart ! Oh ! how Ihall I fuftain 
The agonizing fcene ? (rifes.) I muft behold him ; 
Nature, that drives me on, will lend me force. 
Is that my father ? 

Arcas. 

Take your lafl: farewell. 

His vigour feems not yet exhaufted quite. 

You muft be brief, or ruin will enfue. 

[Exit. 

EvANDER. (Raffing htm/elf.) 
Oh ! when fhall I get free ? — Thefe ling'ring pangs — 

Euphrasia. 
Behold ye pow'rs, that fpeftacle of woe ! 

EvANDER. 

Difpatch me, pitying gods, and fave my child ! 
I burn, I burn / alas ! no place of reft : 

[Rifes and comes out.. 
A little air ; once more a breath of airs 
Alas ! I faint ; I die. 

Euphrasia. 

Heart-piercing fight! 
Let me fupport you. Sir. 

Evan- 
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EVANDER. 

Oh ! lend your arm. 

Whoe'er thou art, I thank thee : that kind breeze 

Gonnes gently o'er my fenfes — lead me forward : 

And is there left one charitable hand 

To reach it's fuccour to a wretch like me ? 

Euphrasia. 

Well may'ft thou alk it. Oh ! my breaking heart ! 
The hand of death is on him. 

Evander. 

Still a little, 

4. little onward to the air conduct me ; 

'Tis well ; — I thank thee ; thou art kind and good, 

And much I wonder at this gen'rous pity, 

Euphrasia. 
Do thou not' know me. Sir ? 

Evander. 
Methinks I know 

That voice : art thou — alas ! my eyes are dim ! 
Each objeft fwims before me — No, in truth 
1 do not know thee. 

f 

Euphrasia. 
Not your own Euphralia ? 

Evander. 
Art thou my daughter ? 

Euphrasia. 
Oh ! my honour'd Sire ! 

Evak/ 
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EVANDER. 

My daughter, my Euphrafia ? come to clofe 
A father's eyes ! Giv'n to my laft embrace ! 
Gods 1 do I hold her once again ? Your mercies 
Are without number. ^FaUs on the coucb^ 

This excefs of biifs 

O'erpow'rs ; it kills ; Euphrafia— could I hope it? 
I die content— Art thou indeed my daughter ? 
Thou art y my hand is moiften'd with thy tears : 
I pray you do not weep — thou art my child : 
I thank you gods ! in my laft dying moments 
You have not left me — I would pour my praife ; 
But oh ! your goodnefs overcomes me quite ! 
You read my heart \ you fee what paffes there, 

Euphrasia. 

Alas he faints j the gufhing tide of tranlport 
Bears down each feeble icnfe : reftore him Heav'n ! 

EvANDER. 

All, my Euphrafia, all will foon be welL 

Pafs but a morrient, and this bufy globe. 

Its thrones, its empires, and its buftling millions^ 

Will feem a fpeck in the great void of ipace. 

Yet while I ftay, thou darling of my age ! . • 

Nay dry thofe tears. 

Euphrasia. 
I will my father. 

EvANDER, 

Where, . 

I fear to aflc it, where is virtuous Phocion ? 

Euphrasia, 

Fled from the tyrant's pow'r. 

Evan* 
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EVANDER* 

And left thee here 
Expos'd and helplefs ? 

Euphrasia. * 

He is all truth and honour : 
He fled to fave my child. 

EVANDER. 

My youpg Evander ! 

Your boy is fafe Euphrafia ? — Oh ! my heart I 
Alas ! quite gone; worn out with mifery; 
Oh ! weak, decay'd old man ! 

Euphrasia. 

Inhuman wretches ! 

Will none relieve his want? A drop of water 

Might fave his life ; and ev'n that's deny'd him, 

Evander. 

Thefe ftrong emotions — Oh ! that eager air— » 
It is too much — aflift me; bear me hence i 
Arid lay me down in peace. 

Euphrasia. 

His eyes are fix'd ! 

And thofe pale quivering lips ! He clalps my han( 
What, no afliftance ! Monfters will you thus 
Let him expire in thefe weak feeble arms ? 

Z;///?r Philotas. 

Philotas. i 

Thofe wild, thofe piercing fhrieks will give th* al^ 
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Euphrasia. 
Support him ; bear him hence i 'tis all I afk* 

EvANDER. C^s he is carried off.) 

Death! whefe art thou ? JDeath, thou dread of guilt. 
Thou wilh of innocence, affliftion's friend, 

Tir'd Nature calls thee^ come, in mercy come, 
And lay me pillpw'd in eternal reft. 
Mj^child — where art thou? give me 5 reach thy hand, 
Why doft thou weep ? — My eyes are dry — Alas ! 
Quite parch'dj my lips — quite parch'd, they cleave 
together, • 

Euphrasia. 

Now judge, ye Pow'rs, in the whole round of time. 
If e'er you view*d a fcene of woe like this. 

, [Exeunt^ 

Enter Arcas# 

Arcas. 

The grey of morn breaks thro* yon eaftern clouds. 
'Twerc time this interview Ihould end : the hour 
Now warns Euphrafia hence : what man could dare, 

1 have indulg'd — Philotas ! — ha ! the cell 

Left void ! — Evandcr gone !— What may this mean? 
Philotas, fpeak. 

Enter Philotas. 

Philotas. 

Oh ! vile, detefted lot 

Here to obey the favage tyrant's will. 

And murder virtue, that can thus behold 

Vol. I. I i It's 
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It's executioner, and fmile upon him. 
That piteous fight ! 

Arcas." 

She muft withdraw Philotas ; 
Delay undoes us both. The reftlefs main 
Glows with the blufli of day. Timoleon's fleet. 
That pafs'd the night in bufy preparation. 
Makes from the fliore. On the high craggy point 
Of yonder jutting eminence I mark'd 
Their haughty ftreamers curling to the wind. 
He feeks Hamilcar's fleet. The briny deep 
Shall foon be dy'd with blood. The fierce alarm 
Will rouze our flumb'ring troops. The time re- 
quires 
Without or further paufe, or vain excufe. 
That flie depart this moment. 

Philotas. 

Areas, yes; 

My voice Ihall warn her of th' approaching danger. 

[Exit. 

Arcas. 

Would flie had ne'er adventur'd to our guard. 
I dread th* event ; and hark ! — the wind conveys 
In clearer found the uproar of the main. 
The fates prepare new havock; on th' event 
Depends the fate of empire. Wherefore thus 
Delays Euphrafia ?^~Ha ! what means, Philotas, 
That fudden haflie, that pale diforder'd look ? 

Enter Philotas. 

Philotas. 

O ! I can hold no more s at fuch a fight 

Ev'fl 
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Ev'n the hard heart of tyranny would melt 
To infant foftnefs. Areas, go, behold 
The pious fraud of charity and love; 
Behold that unexampled goodnefs ; fee 
Th' expedient fharp neceflity has taught her ; 
Thy heart will burn, will melt, will yearn to view, 
A child like her. 

Arcas. 

Ha ! — Say what myftery 
Wakes thefe emotions ? 

Philotas, 

Wonder-working virtue ! 
The father fofter'd at his daughter's breaft ! 
O ! filial piety ! — The milk defign'd 
For her own offspring, on the parent's lip 
Allays the parching fever. 

Arcas. 

That device 

Has fhe then form'd, eluding all our care. 

To minifter relief? 

Philotas. 

On the bare earth 

Evander lies i and as his languid powers 

Imbibe With eager thirft the kind refrelhment. 

And his looks fpeak unutterable thanks, 

Euphrafia views him with the tend'reft glance, 

Ev'n as a mother doating on her child ; 

And, ever and anon, amidft the fmiles 

Of pure delight, of exquifite fenfation, 

A filent tear fteals down ; the tear of virtue. 

That fweetens grief to rapture. All her laws 

Inverted quite, great Nature triumphs ftill. 

I i 2 Ar- 



^44 The GRECIAN DAUGHTER, 

Arcas. 
The tale unmans my foul. 

Philotas. 

Ye tyrants hear it, 

And learn, that, while your cruelty prepares 
Unheard of torture, virtue can keep pace 
With your worfl efforts, and can try new modes 
To bid men grow enamoured of her charms. 

Arcas. 

Philotas, for Euphrafia, in her caufe 
I now can hazard all. Let us preferve 
Her father for her. 

Phii^otas. 

Oh ! her lovely daring 

Tranfcends all praife. By Heav'n he fhall not die. 

Arcas. 

And yet we muft be wary ; Til go forth. 

And firft explore each avenue around. 

Left the fix'd fentinel obftrudl your purpofe, 

[Exit. 

Philotas, 

I thank thee, Arcas ; we will ael like men 
Who feel for other's woes — She leads him forth. 
And tremblingly fupports his drooping age. 

[Goes to afftft him. 



Enter 
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Enter Euphrasia, and Evander. 

EVANDER, 

Euphrafia, oh ! my child ! returning life 
Glows here about my heart. Conduft me forward: 
At the laft gafp preferv'd ! Ha ! dawning light ! 
Let me behold;, in faith I fee thee now; 
I do indeed : the father fees his child. 

Euphrasia. 

I have relieved him — Oh ! the joy's too greats 
'Tis fpeechlefs rapture ! 

Evander. 
Bleflings, bleflings on thee ! 

Euphrasia. 

My father ftill Ihall live. Alas ! Philotas, 
Could I abandon that white hoary head. 
That venerable form ? — Abandon him 
To perifti here in mifery and famine ? 

^ Philotas. 

Thy tears, thou miracle of goodnefs ! 
Have triumph'd o'er me ; thefe round gufliing drops 
Atteft your conqueft. Take him, take your father; 
Convey him hence ; I do releafe him to you. 

Evander. 

What faid Philotas ! Do 1 fondly dream ? 
Indeed my fenfes are imperfe6t ; yet 
Methought I heard him ! Did he fay releafe me ? 

Phi- 
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Philotas. 

Thou art my King, and now no more my prisoner; 
Go with your daughter, with that wond'rous pattern 
Of filial piety to after times. 
Yes, princefs, lead him forth ; I'll point the path, 
Whofe foft declivity will guide your Iteps 
To the deep vale, which thefe o'rhanging rocks 
Encompafs round. You may convey him thence 
To fome fafe fhelter. Yet a moment's paufe ; 
I muft conceal your flight from ev'ry eye. 
Yes, 1 will fave 'em— Oh ! returning virtue ! 
How 'big with joy one moment in thy fervice ! 
That wretched pair ! I'll perifh in their caufe. 

[Exit. 

Euphrasia, Evander. 

EVANDER. 

Whither, oh ! v/hither fhall Evander go ? 
I'm at the goal of life ; if in the race 
Honour has foUow'd with no ling'ring ftep. 
But there fits fmiling with her laurcl'd wreath, . 
To crown my brow, there would I fain make halt. 
And not inglorious lay me dovv^i to reft. 

Euphrasia. 

And will you then refufe, when thus the Gods 
Afford a refuge to thee ? 

Evander.' 
Oh ! my child. 
There is no refuge for me. 

Euphrasia. 
Pardon, Sir : 
Euphrafia's care has form'd a fafe retreat ; 

There 



\ 
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There may'ft thou dwell ; it will not long be wanted. 
Soon fhall Timoleon, with refiftiefs force, 
Burft yon devoted walls. 

EVANDER. 

Timoleon ! 

Euphrasia. 

Yes, 

The brave Timoleon, with the pow'r of Greece > 
Another day fhall make the city hisl 

EvANDER, 

Timoleon come to vindicate my rights 1 
Oh ! thou ihalt reign in Sicily ! my child 
Shall grace her father's throne- Indulgent Heav'n } 
t Pour down your bleffings on this beft of daughters; 



To her and Phocion give Evander's crown ; 
Let them, oh ! let them both in virtue wear it. 
And in due time tranfmit it to their boy 1 

Enter Philotas. 

/ 

Philotas. 

All things are apt ; the drowfy fentinel 

Lies hufti'd in fleep ; I'll marlhal thee the way 

Down the fteep rock. 

Euphrasia. 
Oh ! Let us quickly hence. 

EvAIfDER. 

The blood but loiters in thefe frozen veins. 

Do you, whofe youthful fpirit glows with life. 

Do you go forth, and leave this mouldVing corpfe. 



To 
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To me had Heav'n decree'd a longer datCj 
It ne'er had fufFer'd a fell monfter's reign, - 
Nor let me fee the carnage of my people. 
Farewell, Euphrafia ; in one lov'd embrace 
To thefe remains pay the laft obfequies. 
And leave me here to fink to filent duft. 

Euphrasia. 

And will you then, on felf-deftruftion bent, 
Reje6t my pray'r, nor truft your fate with me ? 

EVANDER. 

Truft thee ! Euphrafia ? Truft in thee my child ? 
Though life's a burden I could well lay down. 
Yet I will prize it, fince beftow'd by thee. 
Oh! thou art good; thy virtue foars a flight 
For the wide world to wonder at ; in thee. 
Hear it all nature, future ages hear it, 
•The father finds a parent in his child. 



End of the SECOND ACT- 



ACT 
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ACT the THIRD. 

Scene a Rampart near the Harbour ^ 

Enter Melanthon and Phi lotas. 

Melanthon. 

And lives he ftiU ? 

Philotas. 
He does ; and kindly aliment 
Renews the fprings of life. 

Melanthoh. 

And doth he know 

The glorious work the deftinies prepare ? 

Philotas. 
He is infonn^d of all. 

Melanthok. 

That Greek Timoleon 

Comes his deliverer, and the fell ufurpct 

Pants in the lafl extreme ? 

Philotas. 

The glorious tidings 
Have reach'd his car. 

Melaktthok. 
Lead on, propitious Pow'rs I 
Vol. I. K k Your 
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Your great defign ; fecond the Grecian arms. 
And whelm the fons of Carthage in the deep. 

Philotas. 

This hour decides their doom -, and lo ! Euphrafia 
Stands on the jutting rock, that rock, where oft . 
Whole days fhe fat in penfive forrow fix'd. 
And fweird with ftreaming tears the reftlefs deep. 
There, now with other fentiments elate. 
She views Timoleon with viftorious prow 
Glide thro' the waves, and fees the fcatter'd navy 
Of Carthage fly before him. 

Melanthon. 
Blefl: event ! 

Evander, if thou mock'fl: me not, fhall live 
Once more to fee the juftice of the Gods. 
But wilt thou ftill proteft my royal mafter ? 
Wilt thou admit me to his wifh'd-for prefence ? 

Philotas. 
Let it fuffice that no afliflin's aim 
Can now afTault him : I muft hence, Melanthon; 
I now muft mingle with the tyrant's train. 
And, with a femblance of obfequious duty. 
Delude fufpicion's eye : My friend, farewell. 

[ExU. 

Melanthon. 
If he deceive me not with fpecious hopes, 
I Ihall behold the fov'reign, in whofe fervice 
Thefe temples felt the iron cafque qf war. 
And thefe white hairs have filve^r'd o'er my head. 

Enfer Euphrasia, 

Euphrasia. 
See there; behold 'em; lo! the fierce encounter; 

He 
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He rufhes on ; the ocean flames around 

With the bright flafli of arms j the echoing hills 

Rebellow to the roar, 

MELANTH9N. 

The Gods are with us. 
And viftory is ours. 

Euphrasia. 

High on the ftern 

The Grecian leaders ftand : they ftem the furge ; 

Launched from their arm the miflive lightr^ings fly. 

And the Barbaric fleet is wrapt in fire. 

And lo ! yon bark, down in the roaring gulph ; 

And there, more, more are perilhing — Behold ! 

They plunge for ever loft, 

Melanthon. 

So perilh all. 

Who from yon continent unfurl their fails. 

To fhake the freedom of this fea-girt ifle ! 

Euphrasia. 
Did I not fay, Melanthon, did I not 
Prefage tTie glories of Timoleon's triumph ! 
Where now are Afric's fohs ? The vanquifli'd tyrant 
Shall look aghaft ; his heart fhall (brink appall'd. 
And dread his malefaftions ! Worfe than fapnine, • 
Defpair fhall faften on him ! 

Enter Dionysius, Calippus, &?^. 

Dionysius. 

Bafe deferters ! 

Curfe on their Punic faith ! Did they once dare 
To grapple with the Greek ? Ere yet the main 
Was ting'd with blood, they turn'd their (hips averfe. 

K k 2 May 
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May ftorms and tempefts follow in their rear. 
And dafli their fleet upon the Lybian fhore ! 

Enter Calippus» 

Califpus, 

My liege, Timoleon where the harbour openi 
Has ftorm*d the forts, and ev'n now his fleet 
Purfues its courfe, and fleers a'thwart the bay, 

DiONYSIUS, 

Ruin impends i and yet, if fall it muft, 
I bear a mind to rneet it, undifmay'd, 
Uncqnguer'd ev'n by Fate. 

CALIP?VSt 

Through ev*ry fl:rcet 

Defpair and terror fly, A panic Ipreads 

From man to man, and fuperilition fees 

Jove arm*d with thunder, and the God$ agajnft us« 

DroNYsius. 
With facred rites their wrath muft be appeas'd. 
Let inft:ant viftims at the altar bleed ; 
Let incejife roll its fragrant clouds to He^v'n, 
And pious matrons, and the virgin train. 
In flow procefllon to the temple bear 
The image of their Gods. 

Euphrasia, 
Ha !— ^Does the tyrant 

Dare with unhallow'd ftep, with crimes and guilt. 
Approach the facred fane ? — Alas ! my father, 
Where now thy fanftuary ? What place fhall hide 
Thy pcrfecuted virtue ? (JJide.) 

DlONY- 
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DiONYSIUS, 

TTiou, Euphrafia, 

ILead forth the pious band* This very moment 

JiTuc our orders, 

Euphrasia. 

With confenting heart 

Euphrdia goes to waft her prayers to Heav'n. 

[Exit. 

DiONYSIUS, 

The folemn facrifice, the virgin throng. 
Will gain the popular belief, and kindle 
In the fierce foldiery religious rage^ 
Away, my friends, prepare the lacred rites. 

[^Exit Calippus, (^c. 
philotas, thou draw near : how fares yourprifoner? 
Jias he yet breathed his laft ? 

Philotas. 

Life ebbs apace ; 

To-morrow's fun fees him a breathlefs corfe* 

DiONYSIUS. 

Curfe on his lingering pangs ! Sicilians crown 
No more fhall deck his brow j and if the fand 
Still loiter in the glafs, thy hand, my friend. 
May fliake it thence. 

Philotas. 
It fliall, dread Sir ; that taflc 
Jjeave to thy faithful fervant, 

DiONVSIUS. 

Oh! Philotas, 

Thou little know^ft the cares, the pangs of empire. 
The ermin'd pride, the purple that adorns 
t A con- 
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A conqueror's breaft, but ferves, my friend, to hide 
A |ieart that's torn, that's mangled with remorfe. 
Each objeft round me wakens horrid doubts; 
.The flatt'ring train, the fentinel that guards me. 
The flave that waits, all give fome new alarm. 
And from the means of fafety dangers rife. 
Ev'n victory itfeif plants anguilh here. 
And round my laurels the fell ferpent twines, 

Philotas. 

Would Dionyfius abdicate his crown^ 
And fue for terms of peace ? 

DiONYSIUS. 

Tctefted thought! 

No, though ambition teem with countlefs ills. 

It ftill has charms of pow'r to fire the foul. 

Tho' horrors multiply around my head, 

1 will oppofe them all. The pomp of facrifice 

But now ordain'd, is mockery to Heav'n. 

*Tis vain, 'tis fruitlefs ; then let daring guilt 

Be my infpirer, and confummate all. 

Where are thofe Greeks, the captives of my fword, 

Whofe defp'rate valour rulh'd within our walls. 

Fought near our perfon, and the pointed lance 

Aim'd at my breaft ? 

Philotas. 
In chains they wait their doom. 

DiONYSIUS. 

Give me to fee 'em 3 brinjg the flaves before mc. 

Philotas. 
What, ho ! Melanthon^ this way lead your prifoners. 

Entif 
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£;;/^Melanthon, with Greek Officers ^^^Soldiers, 

DiONYSIUS, 

Aflaffins and not warriors ! do ye come,, 

When the wide range of battle claims your fword. 

Thus do you come againft a fingle life 

To wage the war ? Did not our buckler ring 

With alLyour darts in one collefted volley 

Shower'd on my head ? Did not your fwords at oncjc 

Point at my breaft,, and thirft for regal blood ? 

Greek Officer. 

We fought thy life. I am by birth a Greek* 
An open foe in arms I meant to flay 
The foe of human kind.. With rival ardour 
We took the field; one voice, one mind, one heart; 
All leagy'd, all covenanted : in yon camp 
Spirits there are who aim, like us, at glory. 
Whene'er you fally forth, whene'er the Greeks 
Shall fcale your walls, prepare thee to. encounter 
A like aflault. By me the youth of Greece 
Thus notify the war they mean to wage. 

DlONYSIUS. 

Thus then I warn them of my great revenge. 
Whoe'er in battle fliall become our pris'ner. 
In torment meets his doom. 

Greek Officer. 

Then wilt thou fee 

How vile the body to a mind that pants 

For genuine glory. Twice three hundred Greeks 

Have Iworn, like us, to hunt thee through the ranks j 

Ours the firft lot ; we've fail'd 3 on yonder plain 

Appear in arms, the faitliful band will meet thee. 

Dion r- 
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DioNysius* 

Vile flave, no more. Melanthon drag 'em hcnce 

To die in mifery. Impal'd alive 

The winds fhall parch them on the craggjr cliE 

Selefted from the reft let one depart 

A meffenger to Greece, to tell the fate 

Her chofen fons, her firft adventurers met. 

[Exit, 

Melanthon. 
Unhappy men ! how (hall my care proteft 
Your forfeit lives ? Philotas, thou condtidl them 
To the deep dungeon's gloom. In that reccfs, 
Midft the wild tumult of eventful war. 
We may ward off the blow. My friends, farewell : 
That officer will guide your fteps. 

[yill follow Philotas, except Phocion. 

Phocion. 

Difguis'd 

Thus in a foldi^r^s garb he knows me not. 

Melanthon ! 

Melanthon. 
Ha ! — Thofe accents I — Phocion h^re ? 

Phocion. 

Yes, Phocion here ! Speak, quickly tell me, lay 
How fares Euphrafia ?- 

Melanthon. 
Ha! beware; — Philotas, 
Condud thofe prisoners hence ; this foldier here 
Shall bear the tidings to Timolcon's camp. 

Pho- 
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Phocion. 
oil I fatisfy my doubts 1 how fares Euphr^fia ? 

MsLANTHONi 

Euphrafia lives, and fills the anxious moments 
With ev'ry virtue. Wherefore venture hither ? 
Why with rafh valour penetrate our gates ? 

Phocion. 

Could I refrain ? Oh ! could I tamely wait 
Th' event of lingering war ? With patience count 
The lazy-pacing houra, while here in Syracufe 
The tyrant keeps all that my heart holds dear ? 
For her dear fake, all danger finks before me ^ 
For her I burft the barriers of the gate. 
Where the deep caVern'd rock afibrds a paflTage. 
A hundred chofen Greeks purfu'd my fteps. 
We forc'd an entrance -, the devoted guard 
Fell viftims to our rage ; but in that moment 
Down from the walls-fiiperior numbers came* 
The tyrant led th^m on. We rufli'd upon him. 
If we could reach his heart, to end the war. 
But Heay'n thought otherwife. Melanthon, fay, 
I fear to alk it, lives Evander Hill ? 

MELANtHOl^* 

Alas, he lives imprifon'd in the rotfk. 

Thou muft withdraw thee hence j regain once more 

Timoleon's camp; alarm his flu mb'ring rage j 

Affail the walls -, thou with thy phalanx feek 

The fubterraneous path ; that way at night 

The Greeks rhay enter, and let in deftruftion 

To the great wox4c of vengeance. 

Vol. I. Li Pho- 



ast The GRECIAN DAUGHTER, 

Phocion. 

Wbuld'ft thou have me 
Bafely retreat, while my Euphrafia trembles 
Here on the ridge of peril? She perhaps 
May fall unknown, unpitied, undiftinguifh'd 
Amidft the gen'ral carnage. Shall I leave her 
To add that beauty to the purple heap ? 
No ; I will feek her in thefe walls accurft, 
Ev'n in the tyrant's palace ; fave that life. 
My only fource of joy, that life, whofe lofs 
Would make all Greece complotter in a murder. 
And damn a righteous caufe. 

Melanthon. 

Yet hear the voice 

Of fober age. Should Dionyfius' Ipies 
Dete<5t thee here, ruin involves us all : 
T^were beft retire, and feek Timoleon's tents'; 
Tell him, difmay and terror fill the city; 
Ev'n now in Syracufe the tyrant's will 
Ordains with pomp oblations to the Gods^ 
His deadly hand ftill hot with recent blood. 
The monfter dares approach the facred altar : 
Thy yoice may roufe Timoleon to th* aflault^ 
And bid him ftorm the works. 

Phocion* 

By Heav*n I will ; 

My breath fhall wake his rage ; this very night. 
When fleep fits heavy on the flumb'riftg city. 
Then Greece unftieaths her {word, and great revei^c 
Shall fl:alk with death' and horror o'er the ranks 
Of flaughter'd troops, a facrifice to freedom ! 
But firft let me behold Euphrafia, 
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Melanthon, 

Thy pent-up valour : to a fecret haunt 

rU guide thy fteps : there dwell, and in iapt timr 

ril bring Euphrafia to thy longing arms. 

Phocion. 
Wilt thou ? 

Melanthon. 

By Heav'n I will ; another aft 

Of defperate fury might endanger all. 

The tyrant's bufy guards are polled round ; 

In filence follow i thou fhalt fee Euphrafia* 

Phocion. 

Oh ! lead me to her ; that exalted virtue 
With firmer nerve fhall bid me grafp the javelin. 
Shall bid my fword with more than lightning^s Iwiftngli 
Blaze in the front of war, and glut its rage 
With blow repeated in the tyrant's veins. 

[Exeunf. 

Scene a Tempky wUb a Monument in the Middle. 

Enter Euphrasia, Erixene, and other Female 
Attendants. 

Euphrasia. 

This way, my virgins, this way bend your fteps. 
Lo ! the fad fepulchre where, hears'd in death. 
The pale remains of my dear mother lie^ 
There, while the viftims at yoiv altar bleed. 
And with your pray'rs the vaulted roof refound?, 

L 1 ji Ther« 
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There let me pay the tribute of a tear, 
A weeping pilgrim o'er Eudocia's allies, 

Erixike. 
Forbear, Euphrafla, to renew your forrows. 

Euphrasia, 

My tears have dry'd their fojrce; then let me here 

Pay this fad vifit to the honour'd clay 

That moulders in the tomb. Thefe facred viands 

rU burn an ofPring to a parent'^ fliade, 

And fprinkle with this wine the hallow'd mould 

That duty paid, I will return, my virgins. 

iSbe gees into the tomb^ 

Erixene. . 

-Look down, propitious pow'rs ! behold that virtuCi 
And heal the pangs that defolate her foul. 

Enter Philotas. 

Philotas, 

Mourn, mourn, ye virgins i rend your fcatter'd gar- 
ments 5 
Some dread calamity hangs o'er our heads. 
In vain the tyrant would appeafe with facrifice 
Th' impending wrath of ill-requited Heav'n, 
111 omens hover o'er us : at the altar 
The viaim dropt, ere th^ divining feer 
Had gor'^d his knife. . The brazen ftatues tremble. 
And froiS the marble^ drops of blopd diftill. 

Erixene. 

Now, ye juft Gods, if vengeance you preparCji 
Now find the guilty head. 

Phi- 
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Philotas, 

Amidft the throng 

A matron labours with th' infpiring God ; 
She flares, fhe raves, and with no mortal found 
Proclaims around, " Where Phoebus am I borne ? 
^* I fee their glitt'ring fpears; I fee them charges 
^' Bellpna wades in blood ; that mangled body, 
*^ Deform'd with wounds and wcit'ring in its gore, 
*' I know it well ; Oh ! clofe the dreadful fcene; 
** Relieve me Phoebus, I have feen too much/' 

Erixene, 

Alas ! I tremble for Evander's fate ; 
Avert the omen, Gods, and guard his life. 

JE»/^r Euphrasia from the ^omb. 

Euphrasia. 

Virgins, I thank youT~Oh ! more lightly now 
My heart expands i the pious aft is done. 
And I have paid my tribute to a parent. 
Ah ! wherefore does the tyrant bend his way ? 

Philotas. 

He flies the altar; leaves th' unfinifh'd rites. 
No God there fmiles propitious on his caufe. . 
Fate lifts the awful balance ; weighs his life. 
The live3 of numbers, in the trembling fcale. 

Euphrasia. 

Delpair and horror mark his haggard looks. 
His wild, diforder'd ftep — He ruihes forth ; 
Some new alarm demands him ! — Ev'n now 
He iffues at yon portal ! — Lo ! fee there, 
The fuppliant crowd dilperfes i wild with fear, 

Diflraftion 
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Diffraftion in each look, the wretched throng 
Pours thro' the brazen gates — Do you retire. 
Retire Philotas ; let me here remain. 
And give the moments of fufpended fate 
To pious worihip and to filial love. 

Philotas, 

Alas ! I fear to yield : — awhile Til leave thee. 
And at the temple's entrance wait thy coming. 

[Exit. 

Euphrasia. 

Now then, Euphrafia, now thou may'ft indulge 
The pureft ecftacy of foul. Come forth. 
Thou man of woe, thou man of ev'ry virtue, 

£»/^ EvANDER from th$ Mmument^ 

EVANDER. 

And does the grave thus caft me up again 
With a fond father's love to view thee ? Thus 
To mingle rapture in a daughter's arms? 

Euphrasia., 
How fares my father now ? 

Evander. . 

Thy aid, Euphrafia, 

Has giv'n new life. Thou from this vital ftream 
Deriv'ft thy being \ with unheard-of duty 
Thou hafl: repaid it to thy native fource. 

Euphrasia. 
Sprung from Evander, if a little portion 
Of all his goodnefs dwell within my heart. 
Thou wilt not wonder. 

Evan- 



A TRAGEDY. liB^ 

EVANDER. 

Joy and wonder rife 

in mix'd emotions ! — Though departing hence> 

After the ftorms of a tempeftuous life, 

Tho' I was entering the wilh'd-for port. 

Where all is peace, all blifs, and endlefs joy. 

Yet here contented I can linger ftill 

To view thy goodnefs, and applaud thy deeds. 

Thou author of my life ! — Did ever parent 

Thus call his child before ? — My heart's too full. 

My old fond heart runs o'er ; it akes with joy. 

Euphrasia*. 

Alas, too much you over-rate your daughter ; 
Nature and duty call'd me— Oh ! my father. 
How didft thou bear thy long, long fuff 'rings ? Hoi¥ 
Endure their barb'rous rage ? 

EVANDER. 

My foes but did 

To this old frame, what Nature's hand muft do. 
In the worft hour of pain, a voice ftill whifper'd mc, 
" Rouze thee, Evander; felf-acquitting confcience 
" Declares thee blamelefs, and the gods behold thee*** 
I was but going hence by mere decay 
To that futurity which Plato taught. 
Where the immortal fpirit views the planets 
Roll round the mighty year, and wrapt in blifs 
Adores th' ideas of th' eternal mind. 
Thither, oh ! thither was Evander going. 
But thou recall'ft me s thou ! 

Euphrasia* 

Timoleon too 

Invites tliee back to life. 

Evan- 
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EVANDER* 

And does he ftill 
Urge on the fiege ? 

Euphrasia* 

His aftive genius comes 
To fcourge a guilty race. The Punic fleet 
Half loft is Iwallow'd by the roaring fea. 
The Ihatter'd refiife feek the Lybian fhore. 
To bear the news of their defeat to Carthage* 

EvANDER* 

Thefe are thy wonders Heaven ! Abroad thy Ipirie 
Moves o'er the deep, and mighty fleets are vanifh'd* 

Euphrasia* 

Ha ! — hark ! — what noife is that ! It comes this way* 
Some bufy footftep beats the hallow'd pavement. 
Oh ! Sir, retire — Ye PowYs U~Philotas I— ha ! 

Enter Philotas. 

Philotas. 

For thee, Euphrafia, Dionyfius calls. 

Some new fulpicion goads him. At yon gat€ 

I ftopt Calippus, as with eager hafte 

He bent this way to feek thee.*— Oh ! my Sovereigrt, 

My King, my injur'd mafter, will you pardon 

The wrongs IVc done thee ? (kneels to Evander.^ 

EvANDER. 

Virtue fuch as thine. 

From the fierce trial of tyrannic pow'r. 

Shines forth with added iuftre. 

Phi- 
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Philotas. 
Dli! forgive 

My ardent zeal ; there is no time to warte. 
You muft withdt-aw ; truft to your faithful friends; 
Pafs btt another day, and Dioriyfius 
Fails fronm a throne ufurp'd. 

EVANE^ERJ 

iBut ere Ke pays 

The forfeit of his crimes, what ftreams of blood 
Shall flow in torrents round ! Methinks I might 
Prevent this wafte of nature — Fll go forth. 
And to my people fhew their rightful King* 

Euphrasia^ 
feahifli that thought 3 forbear ; the ralh attempt 
Were fatal to our hopes ; opprefs'd, difmay'di 
The people look aghaft, and wan with fear 
Nohe will elpoufe your caufe. 

EvANDERi 

Yes all will dare , , 

To aft like men;— their King, I gave myfelf 
To a whole people. I made no referve ; 
My life was their's ; each drop about my heart 
Pledg'd to the public caufe ; devoted to it ; 
That was my compaft; is the fubjeft's lefs ? 
If they are all debas'd> and willing flaves. 
The young but breathing to grow grey in bondag^> 
And the old finking to ignoble graves. 
Of fuch a race no matter who is King* 
And yet I will not think it 5 no ! my people 
Are brave and gen'rous i I will truil their valour* 

Euphrasia. 
Vet ftay; yet be advised. 
Vol. L . M nci PriF*t 
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Philotas. 
As yet my liege. 

No plan is fix'd, and no concerted meafure* 
The fates are bufy : wait the vaft event. 
Truft to my truth and honour. Witnefs, Gods^ 
Here in the temple of Olympian Jove 
Philotas fwears— — 

EVANDER* 

Forbear : the man like thee, 
Who feels the beft emotions of the heart. 
Truth, reafon, juftice, honour's fine excitements, 
Afts by thofe laws, and wants no other fanftion* 

Euphrasia. 

Again, th' alarm approaches ; fure deftruftion 
To thee, to all will follow :-— hark ! a found 
Comes hollow murmuring thro' the vaulted ifle* 
It gains upon the ear. Withdraw, my father j 
All's loft if thou art feen. 

Philotas. 
And lo ! Calippus ' 

Darts with the light'ning's fpeed acrofs the ifle* 

EVANDER* 

Thou at the Senate-houfe convene my friends. 
Melanthon, Dion, and their brave aflbciates. 
Will fliev/ that liberty has leaders ftill. 
Anon ril meet 'em there : my child farewell ; 
Thou Ihait diredt me now. 

Euphrasia. 
Too cruel fate ! 

The tomb is all the manfion I can give ; 
My mother's tomb ! [Evander enters the tomh* 

Phi- 



A T R A G E D Y. 267 

Philotas. 

You muft be briefs th' alarm 
Each moment nearer comes. In ev*ry found 
Deftruftion threatens. Ha ! by Heaven this way 
Calippus comes — Let me retard his Ijpeed. [^Exit, 

Euphrasia coming forward. 

How my diftrafted heart throbs v/ild with fear ? 
What brings Calippus ? wherefore ? fave me Heaven ! 

Enter Calippus, 

Calippus. 

This fullen mufing in thefe drear abodes 
Alarms fufpicion : the King knows thy plottings, 
Thy rooted hatred to the ftate and him. 
His fov'reign will commands thee to repair 
This moment to his prefence, 

Euphrasia, 

Ha ! what mean? 

The tyrant ? — I obey (Exit Calippus.) and, oh! yq 

Pow'rs, 
Ye mlnifters of Heaven, defend my father ; 
Support his drooping age \ and when anon 
Avenging jullice Ihakes her crimfon fteel. 
Oh ! be the grave at leaft a place of reft y 
That from his covert in the hour of peace 
Forth he may come to blefs a willing people^ 
And be your own juft image here on earth. 

M^nd of the THIRD ACT, 

M m 2 ' ACT 
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ACT the FOURTH. 

Enter Mjelanthon and Puilotas. 
Melanthon, ' 
XjLWAY j no more ; pernicious^ vile diflembler | 

Philotas. 

Wherefore this frantic rage ? 

Melanthqn, 

Thou can'ft not varnifli 

With thy perfidious arts a crime like this. 

I climb'd the rugged clifFj but, oh ! thou* traitor^ 

Where is Evander ? Thro' each dungeon's glooq 

I fought the good old King: the guilt is thiwi 

]^ay vengeance wait thee for it. 

Philotas, 

Still, Melanthon, 

Let prudence guide the'e. 

Melanthon, 

Thou hafl: plung'd thee down 
Far as the loweft depth of hell-born crimes, j 
Thou haft oiit-gone all regifters of guilt ; 
Peyond all fable haft thou finn'd, Philotas, 

Philotas. 

Bjr IJeav'n thou wrong'ft mc: did'ft thou kr^ow^ o\A 
man—-! 
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Melanthon. 

Could not his rev'rcnd age, could not his virtue^ 
His woes unnumber'd, foften thee to pity? 
Thou h^ll deftroy'd my King. ' 

Philotas, 

Yet wilt thou hear me ? 
Your King ftiU lives/ 

Melanthon. 
Thou vile deceiver ! — Lives ! 
Put where? A^ay; no more. I charge thee^ leave mew 

Philotas. 
We have remoy'd him to a fure afylum. 

Melanthon. 

Removed !— Thou traitor ! what dark privacy--^ 
Why move him thence ? The vile aflaflin's llab 
Has clos'd his days — calm unrelenting villain I 
J know it alj. 

Philotas, 

By ev'ry pow'r above 

pvander lives ; in fafety lives. Laft night. 

When in his dark embrace fleep wrapt the worlds 

Euphrafia cam^, a Ipeftacle of woe ; 

Dar'd to approach our guard, and with her tears. 

With vehemence of grief, flie touch'd my hearty * 

I gave her farther to her, 

^ylJ:I<ANT^ON, 

How, Philotas ! 

if thou dQ'it not deceive m?— ^ 
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Philotas, 

No, by Heaven! 

By ev'ry pow'r above — But hark ! thofe note^ 

Speak Dionyfius near : anon, my friend, 

I'll tell thee each particular ; thy King 

Mean while is fafe — but lo ! the tyrant come$ j 

With guilt like his I muft equivocate. 

And teach ev'n truth and honour to diflemble, 

Enter Dionysius, Calippus, £5?c, 

DiONYSIUS. 

Away each vain alarm ; the fun goes down. 
Nor yet Timoleon iflues from his fleet. 
There let him linger on the wave-worn beach j 
Here the vain Greek Ihall find another Troy, 
A more than Hedor here. Tho' Carthage fly, 
Ourfelf, fliill Dionyfius here remains. 
And means the Greek to treat of terms of peace? 
By Heav'n, this panting bofom hop'd to meet 
His boafted phalanx on the embattled plain. 
And doth he now, on peaceful councils bent, 
Diipatch his herald ?— Let the flave approach. 

Enter the Herald. 

Dionysius. 
Now fpeak thy purpofe ; what doth Greece impart \ 

Herald. 

Timoleon, Sir, whofe great renown in arm§ 

Is equaird only by the fofter virtues 

Of mild humanity that fway his heart. 

Sends me his delegate to off^er terms. 

On vvhich ev'n foes may well accord i on which 

The 
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The fierceft nature, though it fpurn at jufticej 
May fympathize with his. 



D10NYSIUS4 



Unfold thy myftery ; 
Thou fhalt be heard. 

Herald* 

The genVous leader fees^ 
With pity fees, the wild deftruftive h^vock 
Of ruthlefs war ; he hath furvey'd around 
The heaps of flain that cover yonder field. 
And touch'd with gen'rous fenfe of human woe. 
Weeps o'er, his vidories, 

DtONYSiUS* 

Your leader weeps ! 

Then let the author of thofe ills thou fpeak'ft of*, 

Let the ambitious fadtor of deftruftion. 

Timely retreat, and clofe the fcene of blood. 

Why doth affrighted peace behold his ftandard 

Uprear'd in Sicily ? and wherefore here 

The iron ranks of war, from which the Ihepherd 

Retires appall'd, and leaves the blafled hopes 

Of half the year, while clofer to her bread 

The mother clafps her infant ? 

Herald. 

*Tis not mine 

To plead Timoleon's caufe ;, not mine the office 

To juflify the ftrong, the righteous motives 

That urge him to the war : the only fcope 

My deputation aims at, is to fix 

An interval of peace, a paufe of horror. 

That they, whofe bodies on the naked fhore 

Lie weltering in their bloody from either hofl 

May 
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May meet the laft fad rites to nature due^ 
And decent lie in honourable graves. 

DiONYSIUS. 

Go tell your leader, his pretexts are vain. 
Let him, with thofe that live, embark for Greece'^ 
And leave our peaceful plains ; the mangled limbi 
Of thofe he murder'd, from my tender care 
Shall meet due obfequies* 

Herald* 

The hero. Sir, 

Wages no wal" \vith, thofe, who bravely diCi 
'Tis for the dead I fupplicate ; for them 
We fue for pelce ; and to the living too 
Timoleon would extend it, but the groans 
Of a whole people have unlheath'd his fword; 
A fingle day will pay the funeral rites. 
To-morrow's fun may fee both armies meet 
Without hoflility, and all iri honour- 
You to interr the tfoops, who bravely fell ; 
We, on our part, to give an humble fod. 
To thpie, who gain'd a footing on the ifle> 
Ahd by their death have conquered. 

DlONYSIUS* 

fee it fo ; . , / 

I grant thy fuit : foon as to-morrow's dawii 
Illume the world, the rage of wafting war 
In vain fhall thirft for blood : but mark my words j 
If the next orient fun behold you here^ 
That hour fhall fee me terrible in arms 
Deluge yon plain, and let deftrtiftioh loofe. 
Thou know'ft my laft refolve, and now farewell; 
Some careful officer conduft him forth. 

[Exil Herald* 
By Heav'n the Greek hath offered to my fword 

Aii 
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Ah eafy preyi a facrifice to glut 

My great revenge, Calippus let each fbldier 

This night refign his wearied limbs to reft. 

That ere the dawn, with renovated ftrength. 

On the unguarded, unfufpefting foe, 

Difarm'di and bent on fuperftitious rites. 

From every quarter we may rufh undaunted. 

Give the invaders to the deathful fteel^ 

And by one carnage bury all in ruin, 

My valiant friends hafte to your feveral pofts^ 

And let this night a calm unruffled fpirit 

Lie hufti'd in fleep : away, my friends, difperfe, 

Philotas, waits Euphrafia as we order'd i 

Philotas. 
She's here at hand, 

DlONYSIltSt 

Admit her to our prefence. 
Rage and defpair, a thoufand warring |iaflions. 
All fife by turnsj and piece-meal rend my heart. 
Yet ev'ry means, all meafures muft be tried, 
To Iweep the Grecian fpoiler from the land. 
And fix the crown unlhaken on my brow* 

Enter Euphrasia^ 

Euphrasia. 
"What fudden caufe requires Euphrafia's prefence ? 

DlONYSIUS. 

Approach, fair mourner, and difpel thy fears, . 
Thy grief, thy tender duty to thy father. 
Has touch'd me nearly. In his lone retreat 
Refpeft, attendance, ev'ry lenient care 

Voj-. I. N n To 

1 
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To foothe affliftion, and extend his life, 
Evander has commanded. 

Euphrasia. 

Vilediffembler! 

Detefted homicide ! (Afide) — And has thy heart 

Felt for the wretched ? 

DlONYSIUS- 

Urgencies of ftate 

Abridged his liberty; but to his perfon 

All honour hath been paid. 

Euphrasia. 

The righteous Gods 

Have mark'd thy ways, and will in time repay 

Juft retribution- 

DiONYSIUS. 

If. to fee your father. 

If here to meet him in a fond embrace, 

Will calm thy breaft, and dry thofe beauteous tears, 

A moment more Ihall bring him to your prefence. 

Euphrasia. 

Ha ! lead him hither ! Sir, to move him now. 
Aged, infirm, worn out with toil and years — 
No, let me feek him rather — If foft pity 
Has touch'd your heart, oh ! fend me, fend me to him» 

DiONYSlUS. 

Contfeul this wild alarm; with prudent care 
Philotas Ihall conduft him ; here I grant 
The tender interview. 
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Euphrasia^ 

Difaftroiis fate ! ' ' 

Ruin impends ! — This will difcover all ; 

I'll perifh firft ; provoke his utmoft rage. (AJide) 

Tho' much I languifti to behold my father. 

Yet now it were not fit — the fun goes down j 

Night falls apaf e 5 fopn a§ returnii>g day— ^ 

PlONYSIUS. 

This night, this very hour, you both muft meet. 
Together ,you may ferve the ftate and me. 
Thou fee'ft the havock of wide wafting war; 
And more, full well you know, arc ftill to bleed. 
Thou may'ft prevent their fate. 

EuPHRASIAf 

Dh! give the means;^ 
^d I will blefs thee for it, 

DiONYSIUS, 

From a Greek, 

Torments have wrung the truth. Thy hufband, Pho^ 
cioii — - 

Euphrasia, 
Oh ! fay, fpeak of my Phocion, 

PlONYSIUS, ■' 

He ; 'tis he 

Hath kindled up this war; with treacherous arts 
Inflam'd the ftates of Greece, and now the traitor 
Comes with a foreign aid to wreft my crowa. 

Euphrasia. 
An4 does my Phocion Ihare Timoleon's glory ? 
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DiONTSIUS. 

With him invefts our wallsj, and bids rebellioa 
Ercft her ftandard here. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh! blefs him Gods ! 

Where'er my hero treads the paths of war> 

3Uift on his fide; againfl the hoftile javelin 

Uprear his mighty buckler ; to his fword 

Lend the fierce whirlwind's rage, that he may come 

With wreaths of triumph, and with conqueft crown'd^ 

And his Euphrafia fpring with rapture to him. 

Melt in his arms, and a whole nation's voice 

Applaud my hero with a love like mine I 

DlONYSIUS. 

Ungrateful fair ! Has not our fovereign wiU 
On thy defcendants fix'd Sicilia's crown ? 
Have J not vow'd proteftion to your boy ? 

Euphrasia. 

Fromihee the crown! From thee! Euphrafia's chil- 
dren 
Shall on a nobler bafis found their rights. 
On their own virtue, and a people's choice. 

DlONYSIUS. 

Mifguided woman ! 

Euphrasia. 
Afk of thee proteftion ! 
The father's valour fhal] prote<5t Iiis boy. 

DlONYSIUS. 

Rufh not on fyrc dcftruftion 5 ere to late 

Accept 
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Accept our profFer'd grace. The terms arc thcfe ; 
inftant fend forth a meflage to your hufband ; 
Bid him drayr off his Greeks ! unmoor his fleet. 
And meafure back his way. Full well he know;^ 
You and your father are my hoftages y 
And for his.t^-eafqn both may anfwer, 

Euphrasia, 
Think'fl: thou then 

So meanly of my Phocion ?— Doft thou deem hini 
Poorly wound up to a mere fit of valour. 
To melt away in a weak woman's tear ? 
Oh ! thou doft little know him ; know'ft but littltc 
Of his exalted foul. With gen'rous ardour 
Still will he urge the great, the glorious plan. 
And gain the ever honoured bright reward. 
Which fame intwines around the patriot's browj^ 
And bids for ever flourifli on his tomb, 
For nations free'd and tyrants laid in duft. 

DiONYSIUS. 

By Heav'n, this night Evander breathes his laft, 

Euphrasia. 

Better for him to fink at once to reft, 

Than linger thus beneath the gripe of famine^ 

In a vile dungeon fcoop'd with barb'rous (kill 

iDeep in the flinty rock \ a monument 

Of that fell malice and that black fufpicion 

That mark'd your father's reign \ a dungeon drear 

Prepar'd for innocence !— Vice liv'd fecure. 

It flourifti'd, triumph'd, grateful to his heart , 

^Twas virtue only could give umbrage; then. 

In that black period, to be great and good 

Was a ftate crime \ the pow'rs of genius then | 

Were a conftrudtive treafon. 

Dio^ 
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DlONYSIUSt 

Ha! beware. 

Nor with vile calumny prpvojcc my rage, 

Euphrasia. 
Whatever was laudable, whate'er was worthy. 
Sunk under foul oppreffion ; freeborn men 
Were torn in private from their houfehold godsj^ 
Shut from the light of Heaven in cavern'd cells, 
Chain'd to the grunfel edge, and left to pine 
In bitternefs or foul ; whUe in the vaulted roof 
The tyrant fat, and through a fecret channel 
CoUefted ev'ry fovji^d i heard each complaint 
Of martyr'd virtue ; kept a regifter 
Of fighs and groans by cruelty extorted i^ 
Noted the honeft language of the heart j 
Then on the victims wreak'd his murdVous rage| 
For yielding to the feelings gf their nature. 

DlONY^IUS* 

Obdurate woman ! obftinate in ill ! 

Here ends all parley. Now your father*s doom 

Is fix'd; irrevocably fix'd. 

EyPHRASIA. 

Thy doom, perhaps, 

May firft be fix'd 5 the doom that ever waits 

The fell oppreflbr, from a throne ufurp'd 

Hurrd headlong down. Think of thy father's fate! 

At Corinth Dionyfius ! 

DlONYSIUS. 

Ha ! this night 

Evander dies ^ and thou, detefted fair ! 

Thou flialt behold him, while inventive cruelty 

Purfues his wearied life through every nerve. - 

I fcorn 
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I fcom all dull delay. This very night 

Shall fate my great revenge* [ExiL 

Euphrasia. 

This night perhaps 

Shall 'whelm thee down, no more to blaft creation. 

My father, who inhabit'ft with the dead. 

Now let me feek thee in the lonely tomb. 

And tremble there with anxious hope and fear, 

[Exit. 

S€ene the Injide of the Temple. 
Enter Phocion and Melanthon, 

Phocion. 

Each fj;ep I move, a grateful terror fhaka 
My frame to diffolution. 

Melamthom. 

SumnfK)n all 

Thy wonted firmnefs; in that dreary vault 

A living King is number'd with the dead. 

rU take my poft, near where the pillar'd iflc 

Supports the central dome, that no alarm 

Surprize you in the pious aft. [£x£f. 

Phocion* 
If here 

They both are found ; if in Evander's arms 
Euphrafia meets my fearch, the fates atone 
For all my fufF*rings, all affliftions paft. 
Yes I will feek them — ha ! — the gaping tomb 
Invites my fteps — now be propitious Heaven ! 

[He enters the Tomh. 

Enter 
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inter Eui*hrasia. 

All hail ye (Craves of horror ! — In thii gloorri 
Divine content can dwell, the heartfelt tear. 
Which, as it falls, a father's trembling hand 
Will catch, and wipe the forrows from my eye; 
Thou Pqw'r fupreme ! whofe all-pervading mind 
Guides this great frame of things^ who now behold'l! 

me. 
Who in that cave of death art full as perfedt 
As in the gorgeous palace, now, while night 
Broods o'er the worlds Til to thy facred Ihrine^ 
And fupplicate thy mercies to my father. 
Who's there ? Evander ? — -Anfwer— — tell me--^ 

Ipeak 

Enter Phocion from the I'omh 

tHOCIONi 

What voice is that ? — Mclanthon ! 

Euphrasia* 

Ha ! thofe founds !--- 

Speak of Evander; tell me that he live^. 

Or loft Euphrafia dies. 

Phocion*4 

Heart-fwelling tranfport! 

Art thou Euphrafia ? 'tis thy Phocion> love i 

Thy hu/band comes* 

Euphrasia* 
Support mes reach thy hand* 



Phocion* 
Once more I clafp her in this fond embrace ! 



Ea* 
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Euphrasia. 
What miracle has brought thee to me ? 

Phocion. 

Love 

Infpir'd my heart, and guided all my ways. 

I Euphrasia. 

Oh ! thou dear wanderer ! But wherefore here ? 
Why in this place of woe ? my tender little one. 
Say is he fafe ? oh ? fatisfy a mother i 
Speak of my child, or I go wild at once* 
Tell me his fate, and tell me all thy own. 

Phociont. 

Your boy is fafe, Euphrafia; lives to reign 
in Sicily ; Timoleon's gen'rous care 
Protefts him in his camp ; difpel thy fears ; 
The Gods once more will give him to thy arms. 

Euphrasia. 

My father lives fepulchred ere his time. 
Here in Eudocia's tomb; let me coftduft thee. 

PiiocioN. 
I came this moment thence. 

Euphrasia. 
And faw Evander ? 

Phocion. 
Alas ! I found him not. 

Vol. L O o Eu- 



iti The GkEClAN DAUGHTER, 

Euphrasia/ 

Not found him there ? 

And have they then — Have the fell murderers — Oh! 

{^faints away. 

PhocioIi. 

Tve been too rafti 5 revive, my love, revive ; 
Thy Phocion calls j the Gods will guard Evancicr, 
And fave him to reward thy matchlefs virtue. 

Bnter EvAi^t>tR mi Mslanthok. 

EVANI>ER. 

Lead me, Melanthoni guide my aged fteps \ 
Where is he ? Let me lee him. 

Phociok* 

My Eiiphrafiai 

Thy father lives ; thou venerable man ! 

Behold 1 — -I cannot fly to thy embrace. 

Eul»HRASlA. 

Thefe agonies muft end me ; ah ! mv father ! 
Again I have him ; gracious Pow'rs ! again 
I clafp his hand, and bathe it with my tears. 

EVANDER. 

Euphrafia ! Phocion too I Yes, both are here \ 
Oh ! let me thus, thus ftrain you to my heart. 

Phocion. 

Protefted by a daughter's tender care. 

By my Euphrafia fav'd ! That fweet refledtion 

£^alts the blil^ to rapture. 

Eu- 
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Euphrasia. 
Why my father. 

Why thus adveattjrc forth? Thie ftropg ^Unn 
0*crwhelm'd my fpifm, 

EVANDSR* 

I went forth, my chiW, 

When all was dark, and awful filence round, 

To throw me proftrate at the altar'3 foot. 

And crave the care of Heay*a for thee and thinie, 

Melanthon there— —^ 

JEntiT Philotas, 

Euphrasia, 
Philotas; ! h^ ! what rneans- — 

Phi]lotas, 

Inevitable ruin hovers o-er you : 
The tyrant's fury mounts into a bla^e; 
Unfated yet with blood, he calls aloud 
For thee, Evander i thee his rage hath order'4 
This moment to his prefes^e. 

. EVANpER, 

Lead me to him: 

His prefcncc hath no terror for Eyandeft 

Euphrasia. 
Horror ! It muft not be. 

Phii:.otas, 

No ; never, never : 

yU pcrifh rather. But the time demands 

Q z Our 
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Our utmoft vigour 5 with the light'ning's Ipeed 
Decifive, rapid. With the fcorpion ftings 
Of confcience lafh'd, defpair and horror feize him, 
And guilt but ferves to goad his tortur'd mind 
To blacker crimes. His policy has granted 
A day's fufpenfe from arms ; yet even now 
His troops prepare, in the dead midnight hour. 
With bafe furprife, to ftorm Timoleon's camp. 

EVANDER. 

And doth he grant a falfe infidious truce. 

To turn the hour of peace to blood and horror ? 

. Euphrasia. 

I know the monfter well : when fpecious fecming 
Becalms his looks, the rankling heart within 
Teems with deftruftion. Like our own mount jEtna, 
When the deep fnows inveft his hoary head, , 
And a whole winter gathers on his brow, 
Looking tranquility ; ev'n then beneath 
The fuel'd entrails fummon all their rage. 
Till the affrighted fhepherd round him fees 
The fudden ruin, the vulcano's burft. 
Mountain^ hurl'd up in air, and moqlten rocks, 
And all the Jand with delblation cover'd. 

Melanthon. 

Now, Phocion, now, on thee our hope depends. 
Fly to Timoleon ; I can grant a pafsport : 
Rouze him to vengeance ; on the tyrant turn 
His own infidious arts, or all is loft, 

Phocion. 

Evander thou, and thou, my beft Euphrafia, 
Both ihall attend my flight. 

Me- 
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Melanthoi^. 

It were in vain ; 

Th' attempt would hazard all. « 

Euphrasia. 

Together here 

We will remain, fafe in the cave of death ; 

And wait our freedom from thy conquering arm.^ 

EVANDER. 

Oh ! would the Gods roll back the ftream of time. 

And give this arm the finew that it boafled 

At Tauromenium, when its force refiftlefs 

Mow'd down the ranks of war ; I then might guide 

The battle's rage, and, ere Evander die. 

Add ftill another laurel to my brow. 

Euphrasia. 

Enough of laureird vidlory your fword 
Hath reap'd in earlier days. 

EVander. 

And fhall rny fword. 
When the great caufe of liberty invites, , 
Remain inaftive, unperforming quite ? 
Youth, fecond youth rekindles in my veiiis : 
Tho' worn with age, this arm will know its olHccj 
Will Ihew that vidtory has not forgot 
Acquaintance with this hand. — And yet — O fhame ! 
It will not be : the momentary blaze 
Sinks, aod expires : I have furviv'd it all ; 
Survived my reign, my people and myfelf* 

Euphrasia. 

Fly, Phocien, fly i Melanthon will condudt thee. 

Me- 
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ACT the FIFTH. 

"Enter Dionysius ^;/^ Calippus. 

DlONYSIUS^ 

ERE the day clos'd, while yet the bufy eye 
Might view their camp, their ftations and their 
guards. 
Their preparations for approaching night, 
Did'ft thou then mark the motions of the Greeks ? 

' Calippus. 

From the watch-tour I faw them : all things fpokc 
A foe feture, and difcipline relax'd. 
Their arms thrown idly by, the foldiers ftray'd 
. To one another's tents \ their fteeds no more 
Stood near at hand caparifon'd for war ; . 
And from the lines numbers poured out, to fee 
The fpot where the befieg'd had fallied forth. 
And the fierce battle rag'd ; to view the flain 
That lie in heaps upon the crimfon beach. 
There the fond brother, the afflifted father. 
And the friend fought fome veftige of the face 
Of him who dy'd in battle i night came on \ 
Some flowly gain'd their tents : difpers'd around 
Whole parties loiter'd, touch'd with deep regret; 
War, and its train of duties, all forgot. 

Dionysius. 

Their folly gives them to my fword : are all 
My orders ifliied ? 

Calippvs. 
All 

DiONY- 
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DiONYSIUS. 

iThe troops retired 

iTo gain recruited vigour frorti repofe ? 

Calippus. 
The city round lies hufti^d in fleep^ 

DiONYSIUS* 

Anon 

Let each brave officer, of chofen valoui^, 
Forfake his couch, and with deliberate fpirit. 
Meet at the citadel. An hour at filrtheft 
Before the dawn, 'tis fix'd to ftorm their carnp j 
And whelm their men, their at-ms, and fteeds and 

tents. 
In one prodigious ruin. Hafte, Calippus, 
Fly to thy poft, and bid Euphralia enter. 

[Exit Calippus* 
fevander dies this night : Euphraiia too 
Shall be difpos'd of. Curfe on Phocion's fraud. 
That frpm my pow'r withdrew their infant boy. 
In him the feed of future Kings were crufh'd. 
And the whole hated line at once extinguifh'd* 

Enfir Euphrasia* 

DioJevsius* 

OnCt fnorfe approach and hear me ; 'tis hot now 
A time to wafte in the vain war of words. 
A crifis big with horror is at hand. 
I meant to (pare the ftrcam of blood, ^at fooit 
Shall deluge yonder plains. My fair propofals 
Thy haughty fpirit has with fcorn rejefted. 
And now, by Heav'n, here in thy very fight, 
Evander breathes his laft» 

Vol. I. P p Eu- 
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Euphrasia. 

The tnice youVe granted 
Sufpends the rage of war: mean time fend forth 
The orators of peace with olive crown'd. 
Timoleon, good and jull, and ever willing 
To conquer rather by perfuafive truth. 
Than by devouring flaughter, will agree 
In friendly parley to afTert his rights. 
And compromife the war. 

DiONYSIUS. 

And muft I fue 

For terms of peace ? — To an invader fue ? 
Since you, the fiend of Syracufe and Greece, 
Since you thus urge me on to defp'rate daring, 
Your father firft— of him TU be aflur'd™ 
Your father meets his fate. 

Euphrasia. 
If yet there's wanting 
A crime to fill the meafure of thy guilt. 
Add that black murder to the dreadful lift 5 
With that complete the horrors of thy reign. 

DiONYSIUS. 

Woman, beware : Philotas is at hand> 
And to our prefence leads Evander. All 
Thy dal-k complottings, and thy treach'rous arts,» 
Have prov'd abortive. 

Euphrasia. 
Ha !— -What new event ? 
And is Philotas falfe ? — Has he betray'd him ? 

(Jfide. 

DiONY- 
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DlONYSIUS. 

Evander^s doom is feard— What ho ! Philotas ; 
Now fhalt thou fee him die in pangs before thee. 

Znter Philotas, 

Euphrasia. 
How my heart finks within me ! 

DlONYSIUS. 

Where's your prisoner ? 

Philotas. 
Evander is no more, 

DlONYSIUS. 

Ha ! — Death has robb'd me 
Of half my great revenge, 

Philotas. 

Worn out with anguifh 

I faw life ebb apace. With ftiidied art 

We gave each cordial drop, alas ! in vain; 

He heav'd a figh; invok'd his daughter's name, 

Smil'd and expir'd, 

DlONYSIUS. 

Bring me his hoary head. 

Philotas. 

You'll pardon. Sir, my over-hafty zeal. 
I gave the body to the foaming furge 
Down the fteep rock defpis'd. 

P p a DioNY- 
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DiONYSIUS. 

Now rave and ftiriek. 

And rend your fcatter'd hair. No more Evander 

Shall fway Sicilians fceptre. 

Euphrasia. 

Mighty Gods ! 

The hardened heart, the man elate with pride 
View with compaffion ! To the bad extend 
Some portion of your mercy ; crimes and blood 
Have made their fouls a feat of defolation. 
Of woe, delpair and horror ! Turn to them 
An eye of pity ; whom your bounty form'd 
To truth, to goodnefs, and to gen'rous deeds. 
On them no more from your bright ftores of blifs 
You need difpenie : their virtue will fupport them. 

DiONYSIUS. - . 

Now then thou feeFft my vengeance, 

Euphrasia. 
Glory in it ; 

Exult and triumph. Thy worft Ihaft is fped. 
Yet ftill th* unconquer*d mind with fcorn can view 

thee; 
With the calm funfliine of the breaft can fee 
Thy pow'r unequal to fubdue the foul. 
Which Virtue form'd, and which the Gods proted, 

DlONYSIUS. 

Philotas, bear her hence 5 fhe fhall not live 5 
This moment. bear her hence; you know the reft; 
Go, fee our will obey'd ; that done, with all 
A warrior's fpecd attend me at the citadel ; 
There meet the heroes, whom this night fhall lead 

To 
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To freedom, viftory, to glorious havock, 

And the deftrudion of the Grecian name. [Exif. 

Euphrasia. 
Accept my thanks, Philotas ; generous man ! 
Thefe tears atteft th' emotions of my heart. 
But oh ! fhould Greece defer — 

Philotas. 
Difpel thy fears ; 

Phocion will bring relief j or fhould the tyrant 
Aflault their camp, he'll meet a marfhall'd foe. 
Let me condudl thee to the filent tomb. 

Euphrasia. 
Ah ! there Evander, naked and difarm'd, 
Defcncelefs quite, may meet fome ruffian ftroke. 

Philotas. 
Lo ! here a weapon ; bear this dagger to him. 
In the drear monument Ihould hoftile fteps 
Dare to approach him, they mull enter fingly; 
This guards the paflage i man by man they die. 
There may'ft thou dwell amidft the wild commotion^ 



^Exeunt. 



Euphrasia. 
Ye pitying Gods, protcft my father there ! 

Scene /)5ur CITADEL. 

Calippus and Jeveral Officers. 

First Officer. 
What new event thus fummon$ us together ? 

Ca- 
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Calippus. 

Th great occafion calls ; Timoleon's ardor 
Ct>mes rufhing on ; his works rife high ki air. 
Advance each day, and tovrV above our walls. 
One brave exploit aiay free us — Lo ! the King* 

Enfer Dionysius, 

DlONYSIUS. 

Ye brave aflbciates, who fo oft have fhar'd 

Our toil and danger in the field of glory. 

My fellow- warriors, what no god could promife. 

Fortune hath giv'n us. In his dark embrace 

Lo! fleep envelops the whole Grecian camp. 

Againft a foe, the outcafts of their country. 

Freebooters roving in purfuit of prey, 

Succefs by war, or covert ftratagem 

Alike is glorious. Then, my gallant friends, . 

What need of words ? The gen'rous call of freedom^ 

Your wives, your children, your invaded rights. 

All that can fteel the patriot breaft with valour. 

Expands and rouzes in the fwelling heart. 

Follow th' impulfive ardour ; follow me. 

Your King, your leader; in the friendly gloom 

Of night affault their camp ; your country^s love. 

And fame- eternal, fhall attend the men 

Who march'd through blood and horror, to redeem 

From the invader's pow'r their native land, 

Calippus., 
Lead to the onfet j Greece fhall find we bear 
Hearts prodigal of blood, when honour calls, 
Refolv'd to conquer or to die in freedom. 



Dionysius. 
Thus IVe refolv'd : when the declining moon 



Hath 
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Hath veird her orb, our filent march begins. 
The order thus : — Calippus, thou lead forth 
Iberia's fons with the Numidian bands. 
And line the fliore. — Perdiccas, be it thine 
To march thy cohorts to the mountain's foot, 
Where the wood Ikirts the valley i there make halt 
Till brave Amyntor ftretch along the vale. 
Ourfelf, with the embodied cavalry 
Clad in their maiPd cuiraft, will circle round 
To where their canrp extends its furtheft' line ; 
Unnumbered torches there fhall blaze at once. 
The lignal of the charge i then, oh ! my friends. 
On every fide let the wild uproar loofe. 
Bid maflacre and carnage ftalk aroupd, 
Unfparing, unrelenting f drench your fwords 
In hoftile bloody and riot in deftruftion. . 

Enter an Officer. 

DioNYsurs. 

Ha ! ipeak 5 unfold thy purpofe. 

Officer. 

Inftant arm ; 

To arms, my Liege ; the foe breaks in upon usi 
The fubterraneous path is theirs ; that way 
Their band invades the city funk in fleep. 

blONYSIITS. 

Treafon*s at work ; detefted, treachVous villains I 
Is this their promis'd truce ? Away, my friends, 
Rouze all the war j fly to your fev'ral pofls. 
And inftant bring all Syracufe in arms. 

[Exeunt. JVarlike muftck. 
Ent^ 
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Enter MELANtHONi 

Galippus* 
Melanthon, now collecJl your faithful bands, 

MelAnthon. 

Do thou purfue the King ; attend his fteps : 
Timoleon lords it in the captive city. 

\Exit Calipfus. 

Enter Philotas. 

Melanthon. 
Philotas, vengeance has begun its work* 

Philotas. 

^hc Gods have fent relief 5 difmay, and terror, 
And wild amaze, and death in ev'ry fhape. 
Fill the affrighted city. 

Melanthok. 

Tyrant, now 

Th' inevitable hour of fate is come. 

Philotas, round the dome that holds Evander 

We will arrange our men ; there fix our poft. 

And guard that fpot, till, like fome God, TimoleoA 

Still the wild uproar, and bid flaughter ceafe. 

[Exeunt 

Enter Dionysius* 

Why fleep the coward flaves ? All things confpire ; 
The Gods are leagu'd j I fee them raze my tow'rs j 
My walls and bulwarks fall, and Neptune's trident 
From its foundation heaves the folid rock. 
Pallas directs the ftorm s her gorgon ftiicld 

Glares 
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Glares in my ^icw, and from the fleet Ihe calls 
Her Greeks enraged. — In arms Til meet 'em all* 
What^ ho 1 my guards i arife> or wake no more. 

jEnter CALii^i^tJS* 

Calippus, 

This Way, my lieges our friends, a vdiant bandi 
Aflemble here* 

^ ^ DibNYSiiJS. 

Give nie to meet the Greek. 

Our only fafety lies in brave defpain {Exeunt^ 

Scene the tnfide of the Temple k 

A Monument in the Middle^ 

Ei/PHRAsiA, Erixene, and Female Attendants^ 

Euphrasia. 

Which way, Erixene^ which w^y, my virgins. 
Shall we direft our fteps ? What facred altar 
Clafp oh our knees ? 

Erixene, 

Alas ! the horrid tumult 

Spreads the deftruftion wide. On ev^ry fide 

The viftor's fhouts, the groans of murder'd wretches. 

In wild confufion rife. Once morje defcend 

Eudocia's tombs there thou ^y'^t fi^ a fhelter* 

EuPIiRASIA. 

Anon, Erixene, I mean tjj vifit. 
Perhaps for the laft time, is mother's urn. 
This dagger there, this iiiftrumcnt of death, 

Vot. h Qji Should 
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Should Fortune proip^ r the fell tyrant*s arms. 
This ciagger then m^y fiiec me from his powV, 
And tb^ 4reax vauk iwtonab us all in peace. 

[Puts up the dagger. 
Hark ! how the uproar fweHs ! Alas what numbers 
In Dionyfius' caufe fhall yield their throats 
To the deftruftive fwofd ! — Aloft I climb'd 
TJie temple's vaulted roof j the fbene beneath 
Is horrible to fight i the domes and peaces 
Blaze to the flcy j and where the flames forbear. 
The Greeks enraged brandifh tte gleaming fword. 
From the high roofs, to ihun the raging fire. 
Wretches precipitate their fall. But on ! 
i^o paufe, no mercy j to the edge o'th' Iword 
They give their bodies; butcher'd, gafti'd with 

wounds 
They die in mangled heaps, and with their limbs 
Cover the fanguine pavement. 

Erix£N£. 
Hark! 

Euphrasia. 

The Din 

Of arms with clearer found advances. Hark ! 

That fudden burft ! Again ! They rufli upon us \ 

The portal opens ; lo \ fee there j behold ! 

War, Ijorrid war invades the facrcd fane; 

No altar gives a fanftuary now, 

[IFarlike mujic. 

Enter Dionysius i7;!?^GALippus, with feveral Soldien. 

DlONYSIUS, 

Here will I mock their fie^e ; here ftand at bay, 
And brave *em to the laft/ 

Ca- 
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Calippvs. 
Our weary foes 
Defift from the purfuit. 

DiONYSIUS. 

The* air betray me, 

The' ev'ry God confpire, I will not yield. 
If I muft fall, the temple's ponderous roof. 
The manfion of the Gods combin'd againft mp 
Shall firft be crufti'd, and lie in ruin with me. 
fiuphrafia here ! Detefted, treacherous woman ! 
For my revenge preferv^d ! By Heav'n 'tis well ; 
Vengeance awaits thy guilt, and this good fword 
Thus fends thee to atone the bleeding victims 
This night has maflacred, 

Calippus. (Holding Dionyfius's arm) 

My liege forbear; 

Her life preferv'd may plead your caufe with Greece, 

And mitigate your fate. 

DlONYSIUS. 

Prefumptuous flave ! • 

My rage is up in arms ; by Heav'n Ihe dies. 

Enter Evander from the Tomb. 

EVANDER. 

Horror ! forbear ! Thou murd'rer hold thy hand ! 
The Gods behold thee, horrible aflaffin! 
Reftrain the blow s it were a ftab to Heav'n ; 
All nature fhudders at it ! Will no friend 
Arm in a caufe like this a father's hand? 
Strike at this bdbm rather. Lo \ Evander 
Proftrate and groveling an the earth before thee ;' 

Ctq a He 
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He begs to die ; exhauft the fcanty drops 
That lag about his heart -, lAit fpare my child. 

DlONYSIVS. 

]p.vander !™D6 my eyes once more behold him ? 
May the fiends feize Philolas ! TreachVous flave ! 
*Tis well thou liv'ft ; thy death were poor revenge 
From any hand but mine, [Offers to ftrike^ 

Euphrasia. 

No, tyrant, no j (Rujhing hfore Evander. 

I have provok'd your vengeance; through this bofom 
Open a paffage j firft on me, on me 
Exhauft your fury; cv'ry Pow'r above 
Commands thee to refped that aged head j 
His wither'd frame wants blood to glut thy rage 5 
Strike here; thefeveins are full; here's blood enough j 
The purple tide will gqfti to glad thy fight* 

DlONYSIUS. 

Amazement blafts and freezes ev'ry pow'r ! 
They Ihall not live. Ha ! the fierce tide of war 

A flourijh of trumpets. 
This way comes rulhing on. 

(Goes to the top oftbejlage^ 

Euphrasia. (Embracing Evander) 
Oh ! thus, my father. 
Well perifh thus together, 

DlONYSIUS, 

Bar the gates; 

Clofe ev'ry paffage, and repel their force, 

Evamder. 

And muft I fee thee bleed ? Oh ! for a fword ! 
Bring, bring me daggers I 
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£UPHRASIA» ' 



Ha! 



DiONYsius. (Advancing) 

Guards feize th^ flave. 
And give him to my rage, 

EvANDER. (Seiz'd by the Guards) 

Oh ! fpare her, fpare hen 
Inhuman villainy ! 

Euphrasia, 
Now one glorious effort ! 

DlONYSIVS, 

Let me difpatchs thou traitor, thus tny arm—-^ 

Euphrasia, 

A daughter's arm, fell monfter, ftrikes the blow. 
Yes;, firft ihe ftrikes i an injured daughter's arm 
Sends thee devoted to th* infernal gods. (Hfifalts^ 

DlONYSIUS, 

petefted fiend ! Thus by a woman's hand I 

Euphrasia, 

Yes, tyrant, yes i in a dear father's caufe 
A woman's vengeance tow'rs above her fex. 

DlONYSIUS, 

May curies blaft thy arm ! May Etna's fires 
Convulfe the land \ to its foundation fhake 
The groaning ifle 1 May civil difcord bear 

Her 
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Her flaming brand through all the realms crf'Grecce} 
And the whole race ^pkt in pangs like mine. 

(Dies. 

Evphrasia; 

Behold, all Sicily behold ! — The point 

Glows with the tyrant's blood. Ye flaves, (^ the 

guards) look there ; 
Kneel to your rightful King : the blow for freedom 
Gives you the rights of men f And oh ! my father, 
My ever honoured fire, it gives thee life, 

EVANDER. 

My child i my daugliters fav*d again by thee ! 

(He emirates her, 

A flowtijb of tnmpets. 

Enter Phocion, Melanthon, Philotas, (^c. 

Phocion. ' ^ 

Now let the monfter yield. My beft Euphrafia I 

Euphrasia. 

My lord ! my Phocion ! welcome to my heart, 
Lo ! there the wonders of Euphr^ia^s arm \ 

Phocion. 

And is the proud one fall'n \ The dawn fhall fee hinv 
A fpefticle for public view. Euphrafia ! 
]Evander too ! Thus to behold you both- 

Evander. 

To her cfireft thy looks j there fix thy praife. 
And gaze with wonder there. The 1^ I gave her, 
Oh ! fhe h^ us'd it for the nobkft ends 1 

To 
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To fill each duly j make her father/eci - 
The pmrft joy, the keart-difflblving blifi 
To have a grateful child. But h^ the rage 
Of flaugl^er ceas'd ? 

Phocion* 
It has. 

Where is Timoleon? , 

Phocion. 

He guards ihe citadel \ there gives his orders 
To calm the uproar, and recall from carnage 
His conquering troops. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh ! once again, my father. 

Thy fway fhall blefs the land. Not for himfelf 

Timoleon conquers i to redrels the wrongs 

Of bleeding Sicily the hero comes. 

Thee, good Melanthon, thee, thou gen'rous man. 

His juftice fhall reward. Thee too, Philotas, 

Whofe fympathizing heart could feel the touch 

Of foft humanity, the hero's bounty. 

His brighteft honours, fhall be lavifh'd on thee. 

Evander too will place you near his throne ; 

And fhew mankind, ev'n on this fhore of being. 

That virtue ftill Ihall meet its fure reward. 

Philotas. 

I am rewarded : feelings fuch as mine 

Are worth all dignities ; my heart repays me. 

Evander. 

Come, Jet us feek Timoleon , to his care 

IwiU 
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I will commend yc both : for now, alas !' 
Thrones and dominions now no more for.me« 
To thee I give my ci'own : yes, thou, Euphrafia^ 
Shalt reign in Sicily. And oh ! ye PowVs, 
In that bright eminence of care and peril. 
Watch over all her ways ; conduft and guide 
The goodnefs you infpir'dj that (he may prove. 
If e'er diftrefs like mine invade the land, 
A parent to her people j ftretch the ray 
Of filial piety to times unborn. 
That men may hear her unexampled virtue. 
And learn to emulate the Grecian Daughter ! 



EPILOGUE: 

Written by DAVID GARRICK, Efqi ~ 

Spoken by Mifs Y O U N G E. 

^^T^E Grecian Daughter^ tompliments to all; 

Begs that for Epilogue you will not call i 
For leering, giggling would be out offeafony 
And hopes by tneyot/CU hear a little reqfon. 

A father raised from death! a nation fav^df 
A tyranfs crimes by female fpirit braved! 
^at tyrant ftabbdy and by her nervelefs arm. 
While Virtues fpell furrounding guards could charm t 
Canjhe, this f acred tumult in her breaft, 
Sum Father, Freedom, Virtue, all to jeft f 
Wake you, ye fair ones, from yourfweet repofe^ 
As wanton Zephyrs wake thefleeping rofe ? 
Difpelthofe clouds, which o^er your eye-lids crept. 
Which our wife bard miftook, andfworeyou wept ? 
Shall Jbe to Maccahonies life refidre, 
WhoyawfCd, half dead, and cursed the tragic bore ? 
Difmifs 'emfmirking to their nightly haunt. 
Where dice and cards their moon-ftruck minds enchant ? 
Some muffled like the witches in Macbeth y 
Brood o'er the magic circle, pale as death ! 
Qtbers the cauldron go about — about ! 
AndKum enters, as the fates run out. 

Bubble, bubble, 

Toil and trouble, 

PaJ/ions burn 
And belts are double! 
Vol, !• R r Double^ 
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J^oubUy double ! 
TM and trmible, 
Pqffions bum. 
And all is bubble. 
Sutj^ apart, fm' feandd fwfhs^ thefe tales ; 
Falfebood be mute ; let jufiice hold thejcales. 
Britons were ne'er enftav^dby evilpow'rs: 
To peace and wedded love they give the midnigkt hours.- 
From Jlumbers purenorattling^dicecan wake *em : 
Who make the laws fs were nensr knawntohxtzk. *em. 

*Tisfalfey ye fairy whaimer Jpken may fay j 
That yoihdawn folly s tide^are home away. 
Tou never wifb at deepdifir^ tafneer ; 
For eyesy tho^ bright^ are brighter tbrougff a tear, 

^ouldr'u eer he thisneOimCs wretched f^Ue, 
To laugh at all that's gocd^ and^wif^ andgjreat: 
Let Genius rmze^ the friend of humankind. 
To break thofefpeUs which charm, and Jink the mind: 
Let Comedy, with pointed ridicuUy 
Pierce ta the quick each knave; and vicious fool: 
Let Tragedy — a^ warning to- the times^ 
Ufihigh her dagger at exalted crimo&i 
Dri^efrom the heart each bafe, unmanly paffion^ 
Till Virtue triumph in defpite of FafliioB. 
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Performed at tke 



THEATRE ROYAI, 



I If 



CO VENT GARPEN, 



.. Si quis finus abditus ultra. 

Si qua foret Tellus fulvum quse mitteret aurum^ 
Hoftis erat J fatifque in triftia Bella paratis, 
Quasrebantiw opes» 



P R ,0 L O G U E; 

Spoken by Mr. B E N S L E Y. 

V 

JJ/'HEN Jirft Columbus left the Sfantjh Jhort 

In weftem climes new regions to explore ^ 
Soon a new worU, beyond the Atlantic main, 
JDi/clos'd the wonders of ifs "vaft domaim 
A race of men unlettered, and untaught. 
Strangers to fci^ce, yet with virtue fraught z 
No Jchool they had of fhilofophic fride. 
And Jimple reqfon was their only guide: 
Xhat reqfon in the paths of nature trod. 
And worfhipping the Sun, they meant a Gody 
Free from the ills inpolijh'd life thatjpring^ 
And gold with them was a negleSled thing. 
. But Europe^sfons felt gold's rejijilefs fway -, 
^0 the new bemifpbere they lend their way i 
through ev^ry region carry fword and fir e^ 
And bigot rage and avarice confpire : 
Zeal bore the crojs and poniard in ifs hand. 
And majfacre unpeopled half the land. 

Tet to unhappy men, to heroes flain, 
^he Britijh mufe denies her tragic Jlrain. 
Dryden alone let fall the generous tear. 
And bade on Albion^ sftage /i&^ Feathered Chiefs appear. 
His v'oicefupprejs'd, no bard their fate kas/ung. 
Silent ourfcene, and mute each tuneful tongue -, 
While Greece and^ouz /well our theatric Jlate, 
And only clafjic heroes can be great. 

This night our author, an advenfrer grown, 
toares trace the virtues of the Torrid Zone. 
Jf in hisfcenes well painted pajfion glow -, 
fftherfy^H view fhe draught of human wo^-^ 

Britons 
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Brksns wiU mark, from^ce reUgious zeal, 
fVbat dread calamities v^eak mortals feel i 
Will hear the Indian, tho^ in jBrror jblind^ 
Againft thepoix/r that would opinion bind^ 
/ijfert the freedom of fhf bfim<m mind* 

Te critics y to whomfO£ts mnft he civily- 
As Indians worjhipy out of fear ^ the devily 
Of moderate principles yoH*Ui)%tin ihe mpit^ 
Nor hither bring aperfecutingfpirit. 
Let modes of wit feme TOhZKhT^oif Jbarti 
J^ome KILLS for §rror y h^ isp^rs tofpare^ 



1 



Dramatis Perfonse. 



Alzuma^ 

PlZARRO, 

Don Carxos^ 

OZMAR, 

.Gonzalez, 

EZMONT, 

Orazia, 

Orellana> 
Emira, 

ZlLIA^ 



Mr. Smith> 
Mr, Hull. 
Mr. Beksley, 
Mn Perry. 
Mr. Gajidner, 
Mr* Thompson, 

Mifs Miller. 
Mrs. Hartley^ 



Virgins of the Sun, Mifs Peirce, Mrs. Wil- 
lems, Mj/} Wewitzer/M^ Brown, (sf^. 

Scene at Cusco, the Capital of Peru. 
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ACT the F I R S T, 



WEARIED at kngth by their own raging toil. 
Her fpirits fink to reft: kind flcep afiords 
The only boon the wretched mind can feel, 
A momentary rclpite from'd^Q)air. 

Enter Zilxm 

Emira. 

Who's there ? That lodk alarming' !-—Zilia, Tay 
Wherefore^ this fudden hafte? How fares it now 
With Orellana? 

ZiLIA. 

Still a calm repofe 

Sufpends the tumult of the mighty paflions. 
That war within. Nature, quite harrafs'd down. 
Repairs the wafte of grief. 

Emira. 

^But oh ! too foon 

With keener fenfe to waken her again 

To the ftrong agonies that rend her foul* • 

How ^ars the night ? 

ZlLlA. 
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ZiLIA. 

It verges to the dawn. 

Emira. 

Then ^tis th' accuftom'd hour, the only hour 
Of all that circle time's diurnal round. 
When Orellana knows fulpence from pain* 

ZiLIA. 

The fun that fbrm'd her lent his brighteft rays. 
His pureft elements of facred fire. 
Hence all the virtues that but dimly Ihine 
In brcafts of common mould, in her fublim'd. 
Burn to a fierce extravagance of foul. 

Emir A. 

Yet what avails the great indignant fpirit. 
The gen'rous ftame for Freedom' tod Peru ? 
The fever of her mind too foon muft end 
Her fickly frame. The live-long day it rages. 
And each returning night, when all things clfc 
Thro' wide creation's round feel wonted reft. 
She only wakes to mifery : forlorn fhe fits 
With ftreaming eyes, while unrelenting cares 
Wafte all within ; and ever and anon 
In fhort diftrafted dreanis wild fancy afts 
New fcenes of terror in her blafted mind. 

Enfer Orellana. 

Orellana. 

Horror! ProteAme! Save me; feas of blood 
Run purple round the altar: 'tis my brother j 
Barbarian, hold ! — It is Alzuma bleeds i * 
Il^uman miird'rers ! Oh ! (faints.) 

Emi- 
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Emira^ 

Tis ever thus : 

Sad vifionary terrors rack her brain 5 

Too wretched mourner, viftim of defpair ! 

Oreli^ana. 

Ohl .'tis too much, too much to fufFer: Zilia, 
Art thou there ? ever friendly, kind, and good ! 
Emira too ! — Why, fifter virgins, why 
Muft you! ftill labpur with my weight of woe f 

Emira, 

Attending thee we but obey the call 
Of duty and of love. Difpel thy fears. 
And hulb this tumult of diforder*d- fancy. 

Orellana* 

Would Heav'n I could \ But thefe imaginings 
Were terrible indeed ! Round yonder couch 
Such horrid phantoms rofcl 

Emira, 

Vain (badows all ! 

Ypu've nothing now to fear, 

Orellana, 

Alas ! the wretched 

Have ev'ry thing to fear. Mcthought Pizarro 
With fury 4''agg'd me to his Chriftian altar 5 
There urg'd imperious to renounce my gods. 
And wed Don Carlos : with apoftate ze3 
My mother join'd her aid, conlpir'd againft me ; 
When, oh ! diftrafling fight ! nly brother, rufhing 
To favc a fifter from the vile difhonour. 
Received Pizarro's dagger in his heart* ' 
Vol. I. S s The 
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The altar fmok'd with gore 5 the cruel Spaniard 
Looked a grim joy to fee the only hope 
Of dcfolate Peru, a prince defcended 
From a lon^ race of Kings, ignobly fall. 
And welter m his blood before him. 

Emira. 
Yet 

Thefe are but fancied ills : Alzuma lives - 
Safe in obfcurity, far hence remote. 
Proftrate Peru may lift her head again. 
And Heav'n reftore a brother to your arms* 

Delufive thoudit ! Yet let me fondly cheriflj 
The foothing flattery. Oh! Sifter virgins. 
Should e'er the hero blefs my longing eyes, 
I could embrace him with a lifter's love. 
And in his fight forget my forrows paft. 
But oh ! vain hope ! he would not know me now. 
Thus withVing in my bjoom. As yet an infant, 
I numbered fcarce ten years, when hence he wen| 
To Chili's realms, ere the foe burft upon us^ 
To learn the courie pf ev'ry orb above^ 
And all the myft'ries of his parent fun. 
Mean time the Spaniard — but I'll not retrace 
That tale of horron Since that hour accurft. 
Ten times the fun hath made his annual circle, 
Nor yet Alzuma reigns ! Alas ! my virgins, 
Diftin6tion's loft amongft us, and the laft 
Surviving Inca of undone Peru 
Sinks to a flave, a wand'rer o'er the land ! 

Rekindle not the fury of your foul. 

For lo ! with purple light the Orient mom 

Glows in yon Eaftem clime ! Don Carlos foon, 

M 
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As IS Ms wont, with early importunity 

Will prefs his ardent iiiit. JBe timely cautious. 

Nor let him find pale grief and difcontent 

For ever dwell in Orellana^s breafl:» 

'Twill rouze the Spahiard's rage. A cloyfter'd virgui 

With thee, I wormip'd the eternal fire. 

*Tis fi-iendfhip prompts, if I prefume to wifh 

You'd not provoke the foe, 

OREtLANA. 

I know thy truth. 

Thy conftancy approved ; and Carlos too' 

I grant has qualities that claim reipe^fL 

Emira. 

Tho* other gods he wprfhip, yet in him 
Religion wears a gentler mien, norferves 
To fanftify rapacity and murder. 
'Tis love perhaps, for fure he fondly loves ? 
'Tis love perhaps, not virtue, that allays 
His fiercer paflions ; but whatever the caufe. 
He is our Ihield from ftem Pizarro's rage : 
To him unnumber'd millions lift their hands. 
And thank him with their tears for Itfe-pre&iV^ 

Orbllana; 

'Tis true, Emira: oft I've known him check 
The rage of wafting war ; oft at his voice 
E*en Perfecution rells upon her altar, 
Thirfting for blood in vain. And yet tliis heart 
Was never form'd/or him. Yon radiant God, 
Tho' each revolving day he rife to view 
His once lov'd region, now a land of flaves. 
To fee th^ Spaniard triumph in his guilt. 
Nor rolls th' avenging thunder o'er his head ; 
Nor fends the rapid lightening down to blaft him j 
T^o' he difdain not ftill to fhine alike 

S s 2 On 
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On vice and fuiFering virtue — Ha I no more ; 

'Twere impious madnefs — Thou creat'ft us all. 

Refulgent luminary ! thou, the fource 

Of light, and life, and univerfal good ! 

From thee we iffue, and to thee return ! 

Thou mighty parent! (kneels down) /VYion hn^t 

Godhead! Thou 
Still inexhaufted lead'ft the radiant years> 
Thro' wide creation pour'ft thy golden flood. 
Thy vivid energy ! without thee, nought 
Or fair or ufeful fprings > to thee all nature 
Wafts up her orizons ; to thee I fwear. 
Whatever fltall prove the fate of Orellaria, 
Thy facred beams Ihall never, never fee her 
Leagu'd with her country's foes; fhall ne'er behold her 
A vile apoftate from her holy vow. 

Enter Ezmont. 

Emira. 

Ezmont> why thus with fudden hafte ? and hark \ 

[Aflourijh of trumpn. 

Orellana. 
What means that mufick, that triumphant J07? 

EZMONT. 

With early zeal Pizarro feeks the altar 
To celebrate bis foreign rites. 

Orellana. 
And fire 
His unrelenting heart to new exploits. 

EzMONT. 

A captive band from various prifbns led 
Walk in his train, and follow to the temple. 

There 
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There to abjure their country, and their gods. 
Or meet their inftant doom. 

Orelmna. 

And does mjr mother 
Attend the guilty ponip ? 

EZMONT. 

She does : with her 

All their whole courtier-band attend Pizarro, 
All but Don Carlos : with a lover's fpeed 
This way he bends his fteps. My fwifteft: zeal 
Could fcarce outftrip him. 

Orellana. 

Leave me virgins, leave me, 

Ezmont I thank thy care, l^hey go outJ\ Now fum- 

mon all 
Thy calmeft patience, and thy firm refolve. 

Enter Don Carlos. 

Carlos. 

Let this aufpicious morn dilpel thy cares. 

And each fucceflive hour on balmy wings 

Bring peace, bring health, and beauty's roleatcblooniu 

Does Orellana fliun me ? hither turn 

Thy gracious afpeft i let thofe azure eyes 

Beam with their gentleft radiance. 

Orellana. 

Thofe eyes 

With galling tears have long fince loft their luftrc. 
They, like the daughters of rapacious Spain, 
Have not yet learn'd to gild the cloud of woe, 

Inlpire 
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Infpire the look, and animate the glance. 
While nnifery lays defolatc the heart. 

Let love difFufe his cordial, o'er thy ^rits; 
Soon (hall each grace awaken, foon uiy heart 
Beat fprightly notes of rapture and of joy. 

ORELtANA. 

Oh ! talk not, Carlos, to a wretch forlorn. 
And loft as I am, do not talk of joy. 
No more fhall pleafure vifit this fad form. 
This breathing ftatue g( defpair. 

'Carlos. 

Defpair 

But ill requites th* indulgent care of Heav'n, 
That now invites thee to enjoy with me 
Your ihare of love, and empire. 

Orellana. 

Take again. 

Take back your vows of friendfhip and of love ; 

I do entreat you take *em ; bear 'em hence 

To the bright dames that grace your native land. 

Worthier they'll liften to yous they have hearts 

Prone to thy foft impreflions ; tjhey have hearts 

That never bled to fee the ruthlefs lword> 

Thy fword, Doa Carlos, lay their country wafte. 

Thou haft not injur'd them ; but oh ! refpeft 

A captive wretch, a wretch that has full caufe^ 

Yet pours no curfes on thee I 

Carlos. 
Wilt thou thus, 
Rekntlefs fair ! wilt thou then wound me thus 

With 
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With ftem reproadi^ under a father's banner 
I wag'd the war 5 and if her purple wing 
Propitious vidtory wav'do'er my head, - * 
The world can witaiefe, who by me have fall'n. 
All bravely fell in the embattled field. 
Not naked and difarm'd : in me the vanquilh'd 
Have found a friend; 'twas Orellana's will, 
Jier conquering eyes have half aveng'd her country. 
And made the viftor .beauty's willing flave. 
His laurels bloom for thee j he Jays his trophies. 
His fcepter at your (tct : thy native realm 
Wooes thee to fov'reign fway, and bids thee rule 
The Weftern world, when to her fofter clime 
ISpain Ihall invite thy mother. ^ 

Kame her not ; 

J would not think upon her crimes ! become 

The conquVor's wife — oh! fhamejefs guilt! become 

The frantic votarift of Spanifh gods. 

She fires his haughty foul to tenfold rage. 

This day prepares new viftims : oh ] my Lord> 

If your religion does hot quite iupprefs 

The voice of nature, lave the lives of wretches i 

3Plead thou their caufe 5 let me not fee again 

TThe Ibreaming blopd of innocence, 

Carlos. 

I move V 

JBy thy command alone ^ and oh J bright maid. 

The pity I extend will furely claim 

The loft return of thine. 

Orellana. 

Alas ! My Lord, 

Much I efteem thy go6dnefs j much I honour 

Thy many virtues : but a holy vow 

Forbids 
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Torbids my love j and tell me, fhould I grant it^ 
Would'ft thou receive an interdifted wretch 
With counterfeited fmiles to thy embrace ? 
Believe me. Sir, who dares renounce her gods^ 
Will dare be falfe to man. 

EnUr PizARRO, Orazia, /ittcndants^ &c^ 

PlZARRO. ' 

Come near, my fon; 
Thou feeft thy fether with affiduous care 
Spreading the glories of his King and Go4 
O'er this new world, 

Carlos* 

My father's fervent zeal 
Shall ftand time honour'd in the rolls of fame. 
Vanquifli'd Peru thro* all her cities mourns 
fThy vaft renown in arms ; it now were time 
That weary conqucft fhould abate her rigours^ 
And peace begin to harmonize the world, 

Orazia. 

As yet, young warrior, our untutored race 

To thee is little known : an Indian mind 

Is wrapped in error's mifts ; from fabling priefts 

Hears impious legends j in each falling ftiow'r^ 

Each cloud that fails upon yon azure deep. 

Conceives the prefent deity ; in dreams. 

Which fever'd fancy forms, ftill thinks it hears 

L/Oud oracles, commercing with the gods. 

The dsemons and the human faculties 

Are then in dark confpiracy, and all 

Is bigot rage, and cruelty, and hoiTor. 

This gloom muft be difpell'd j and force, my fon, 

Tis force muft execute the holy work. 

Car- 
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Carlos. , 

And think we then our duty unperformed 
Unlefs we imitate with furious zeal 
Heaven's vengeance, not it's mercy ? 

PrZARilO. 

Juftice calls 

For vengeance on a blind offending world. 

I know my miffion here : beneath the Tropin: 

The holy crofs I've borne> and in that fign 

Pizarro ftill fliall conquer : be it mine 

To ftretch the ray of truth, and bid the Indian 

Kneel and adore ! 

Carlos. 

Almagro's conquVing arm 
In Chili^s realm hath crufh*d the favage war. 
The weftern world hath heard the hideous ruin^ 
And fuppliant courts the yoke. 

Pizarro* 

But ftill Alzuma 
Lives for new tumult. 

Orazia. 

Lives to bid his mother 
With tears and burning blufhes hear his name. 
Proud, uncbntroulable, and fierce of Ipirit, 
Ev'n in his earlieft youth, his boyifti days. 
When the grim tiger from the thicket rufti'd. 
Did he once fly ? did he not ev'n then 
Dare the encounter ? the fell monfter gor'd 
His youthful breaft, and if his father's arm 
Had not transfix'd the favage to the earth, 
Alzuma then had died. Since that he bore 

Vol. I. T t The 
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The tiger's mark, and ere the down of manhood 
Sprung on his cheek, went from his mother far,' 
Grew up implacable of foul, and now 
With dire alarms fhakes all the Weftern Worlds 

Carlos, 
And if our crimes provoke — 

PiZARROr 

Our c^me5> my ion ! 

Orazia^ 

That thought to Orellana owes its birth,. 
In foft captivity flie holds him bound : 
Her beauty leads him with a fingle glance. 
Moves with a figh, and fofteris with a tear ; 
And love and grace by turns difpute his heart* 

PiZARRO. 

Hear, Orellana: fay, thou beauteous mourner,. 
How long fhall tears and flow confuming grief 
Deform thy native graces ?• 

Orellana,, 

Pardon, Sir, 

If the rough manners of my native clime 

Form'd me in plain fimplicity : unflcill'd - . 

In all die ftudicd elegance of feature, 

I only know to look my honeft meaning ; 

An artlefs favage, a forfaken wretch. 

Whom joyrhas long forfworn ! 

Orazia,^ 

In Cufco's court. 

Where ev'ry face but thine is deck'^d with fmiles, 

Such perfevering forrow ill befit? 

Orazia's 
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Or^zia's daughter. While your mother ftill 
Ev'n with the viftor fliares her ancient fceptre. 
You have full caufe of joy. . And tell me, docs not 
That gen'rous youth, Pizarrp*s gallant fon, 
Preathe gentleft vows, md languiih for your love ? 

Orellana. 

Ay, Madam ! love ^nd tendernefs he brings, 
5ut fighs and tears are all I have to give. 

Orazia. 

Away with vain excufe: thou trifler hear; 
Spain's pure religion calls : this moment yield. 
And rank thee with the faithful. 



That command — 



Muft be obey'd. 



Orellana^ 
Orazia^ 



Orellana.. 

Alas ! full well you know 
Force has already dragg'd me to your altar. 
There while the cenfer wreath'd its. fragrant clouds. 
While pealing organs fwell'd the iblemn note. 
And through deep lengthened ifles confenting choirs 
Harmonious hymn'd their God -, not to your Heav'a 
My pr-ay'rs were ofFer'd^ No ! ye holy pow'rs 
Whom long Peru hath worfhipp'd, iri that hpur 
You rufh'd between me and their Chriftian pomp, 
Pore my rapt foul to your own orbs on high, 
A^d Ihrines, and burning lamps, g;rewdim before me. 

T t 2 EnffT 
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OllAZlA. 

Invincible in ignorance. 

Enter Gonzalez* 

Gonzalez. 

My Lord, 

The flavcs remain obdurate. 

PiZARROt 

Ha! rcjeft 

The terms of proflFer'd life I 

Gonzalez. 

Their eyes intent 

Gaze on two leaders, from whofe fierce demeanour 

They gain new courage, obftinate in guilt. 

Their chiefs, by my command, attend your prefencc. 

Enter Alzuma, and Ozmar, 

PiZARROt 

Say, what art thou, who with indignant Ipirit 
Haft dar'd to mock our laws ? 

Alzuma. 

One born in freedom ! 

One who, while yet he lives, like freedom's fon^ 

Will dare to think. 

PiZARRO. 

Refleft, rafh youth, and take 
New life from this aufpicious day. 
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Alzuma. 

The day. 

That fees a man crouch in ignoble bondage. 
Sets ev'ry virtue loft. 

PiZARRO. 

Beware, thou flave ! 

Know'ft thou that inftant death awaits you both? 

Alzuma. 

We know it j we expeft it i we invoke it ; 
'Twill end our mifery. 

PlZARRO^ 

Thou infolent ! 

AU gracious Heaven, that ftill delights in mercy — 

Alzuma, 
Mercy ! delights in mercy ! 

PiZARRO. 

Yes ; his word 

Gives life and peace to all. 

Alzuma. 

And dareft thou then. 
Thou fell defftroyer ! ravager of earth ! 
And dar'ft thou then in horrid contraft ftand 
To infinite benevolence ? 

PiZARRO. 

No 'more 

I'll parley with obdurate guilt. Gonzalez, 

Guard 
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Guard thou thofe mifcreants ; fee they fuffer death^i 
And by their torments warn an impious race. 

[Exif with Orazia, an4 Afff^dants. 

Orellana* 

Oh ! Carlos, gcn'rous youth ! if any ipark 

Of love dwell in thy nature, quickly fly, 

Purlue your cruel father, hafte, prevent 

The horrid murder. What have they committed ? 

What is their crime ? Oh ! do not fee them bleed, 

For daring to be true to Heay'n. 

Carlos^ 

I go. 

Thou gen'rous maid, tq execute your will. 

Orellana, 

Or gain their liberty, or elfe the hour 

That fees 'em fall, will end this wretched being., 

[Exit after Carlos^ 

Alzuma. 
And are there feelings here for hunian woe ? 

Gonzalez. 
Guards, lead your pris!ners hence, 

Alzuma. 

Spaniard a word : 

Wilt thou indulge one moment to the wretched ? 
I thank thee. Ozmar, we have walk'd together 
The rugged paths of honour ; to the laft 
Grappled with fate ; againft the foe have ftrain'd 
Bold virtue's nerve : oh ! let it never flacken,^ 

But 
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But bear us ftrongly up, like men, /who boafl: 
Souls ever prompt for liberty or deatk, 

OZMAR. 

Sunk as we are, our country bleeding round us. 
Our cities fack't, our very gods difhonour'd. 
Death is relief, is viftory and triumph. 

Alzuma. 

But let us entertain our doom, my friend. 
In filent dignity : amidft our pangs 
Let no dejefted paflion tell the Spaniard 
Alzuma dies in me ! 

OzMAR. 

Not all the tortures 

Their vengeance can inflift, fhall e'er extort 

One fecret from me. 

Alzuma. 

Let him Ihudder ftill 

With dire conceptions at Alzuma's name ; 

Still let him think Alzuma roams the foreft. 

Climbs the fteep mountain's brow, or down the lake 

Glides in the fwift canoe, to rouze the war. 

And call the nations to a great revenge. 

Let that purfue him ftill : oh I let that thought. 

And the dire furies of detefted guilt 

With ceafelefs pangs inhabit in hi§ heart ; 

Alzuma dies content! 

Ozmar. 

The tyrant's pow'r 

Is fhort liv'd o'er us, and his murd'rous rage 

But fets the hero free. 

Al- 
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Alzuma, 

His powV may fhackle 

Thcle mould'ring limbs ; but the unbodied Ipirit 

Shall bear its native liberty along. 

To the blefs'd vale behind the cloud-capt hill. 

The filent region of departed fouls. 

That region undifcover'd by the Spaniard I 

Where our forefathers, in unfading blifs. 

Prepare the rofeate bow'r, and weave the chaplet. 

For deeds heroic done in life ; for all 

Who, firm in honour, by diftrefs unconquer'd. 

Have fmird in woe, and to their graves have carried 

The facred charter of the free-born mind. 



End pf the FIRST ACT^ 



ACT 
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ACT the SECdNt). 



S<en€ at tbi Gate ^/ the Ten^le #/ the Sun, 

DOST thoti not hear me> loft ?eru ? Not heSr 
The clttik of tMfe Vil6 Steins that- fetter thui 
Your rightful :fov*rci^ti? Wtei^fofe thiis again 
Led to their Ghriftian temjJle ? Why their guat-ds 
Plac'd at each paft ? Is dii§^ jiift godSj a lot 
For yo^T own pfogfeny ? ^ Yet even here. 
Here ftill is rDom fdf fortitude and hblioun 
Yjcs, ye calamities of this bad wbrld> 
Pour all your deftin'd malice on my head i 
Ye ftorms, ye tempefts^roarl Each change of forttitxt 
Is but a change of viftue. 

Enter OzMAit^ 

A11ZVMA4 

Valiant Ozrnar, 

Let me embrace thee. Ozmstr, i^ite of alt 

iMy heart's belt firmhcfs, it drops blood foi^ thee* 

OzWfAIt. 

Aliuma ! Tears ! And doft thou think me then 
So poor of foul ? 

ALZtJWA* 

OzmaTj I will not weep j 
I will not ftain a righteous caufe wi:h tears* 
Vol. L U u And 
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And yet frail nature thus will gufti it's way. 
Oh ! there's a caufe that confecrates each drop 
That bums it's channel down the fbldier's cheek ! 
Ozmar, to fee a nation bleeding round us. 
Yet fetter'd thus in chains — I cannot fpeak; 
Thy own great heart will tell thee. 

OzMAft. 

Embitter not the cup of wde. 

To die ' ' 

Inglorious ! Unreveng'd ! My father's death, 
Irhy favage maflfacrei lamented fliidc ! 
Oh 1 Atabalipa, yet unaton'd ! 
rtis queen Orazia, my much honour'd mother^ 
How has fate dealt with her ? My fifter too, v 
Poor Orellana ! 'Tis a long, long time 
Since laft thefe eyes beheld her. Breathes fhe ftill 
The vital air ? And oh ! what happy clime 
Affords her innocence aijd truth a ftjelter ? 
Alzuma knows knows not, and that piercing thought 
Unmans my foul, and gives a fting to death. 

OZMAR. ' 

The gracious pow'rs, who watch o'er innocence — 

Alzuma. 

No pow'r protefts it now.^ Where were ye gods. 
In that black period when the Spanifli fpoiler 
Firft fpoke in thunder to us ? Not your own 
Thrice honour'd temples then contain'd ye ! No ! 
Your facred temples, and your hallow'd groves. 
You left defencelefs. You have loft your rites. 
Your kings their empire, and Peru her freedom. 

OZ' 
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OZMAR. 

If deeds heroic could have fav'd the ftate. 
Thy own great patriot toil — 

Alzuma. 

Where were ye, gods. 

When late in Chili's wide extended plains 

I fought the embattled foe ? From ev'ry quartc;r 

I brought, the Weftern world in arms. The fun 

Beneath the burning line beheld my courfc, 

Back to the Tropic faw my rapid march j 

The queen of night, and ev'ry vivid planet. 

Walking in brightnefs their empyreal round. 

Saw my unwearied labour i faw me guide 

Down the broad Aniazon my rapid bark. 

Each ifland yifiting i on ev'ry ihore 

Invoking vengeance. Heav'n beheld it all. 

Yet left me in th' extreme; to hoftile gods, 

Th' unjufl:> revengeful, cruel gods of Spain . , 

Betray'd a faithf\iT unfufpe^ing race, 

OzMAR. 

Yesi alkali's loft, all niin'd ! That laft battle " '■ 
Has giv'n *em up the world. Almagro's armi 
Heap'd hideous ruin on us. 

Alzvma. 

Ozmar, there. 

There liberty, amidft that purple heap 
Her gen'rous bofom grac'd with honeft fears, 
Groan'd and expir'd. Oh ! City of the Sun, 
Ye facred alhes of my friends, who perilh'd 
In your loV'd country's laft expiring blaze ! 
Oh ! feat of empire ! Witnefs in your fall 
I have dar'd nobly for yoy, 

U u ^ ^^^^ 
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Enter Gonzalez and Guards. 

Gx>NZAl'Q7> 

Be thofe chains 

Inftant released, and fot the pFis*jiers frcc» 

[Soldier^^ umlnm ^im% 

ALZUMAf 

Alj ! that foft virgin form appears again ! 

This way (he b^ncis her fteps. What naay this meaai 

Enter O^^hhA^K. 

©REIiLANA. 

There is your warrant. Sir ; Pizarro*s hand 
Hath fign'dtl\eir freedom. 

Gonzalez. 
I obey the mandate. [E4i mtb Saldicrh 

Alzu^a. 

Tell rt^Ci thpu ^r upknpwn I to what new fcencs 
Our %5 refeijvies us both ? 

Orellana, 

Humanity 

And juftice plead your caufe, 

Alzuma^ 
And doQs thy heart) 
Feel the loft touch of nature for the wretched ? 



Orbllana. 
Stranger, my heart is feelingly alive 



When 
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When mifery claims a tear : that fruitlefs tribute 
Is all I can, and Heav^ demands it of me. 

Alzuma. 

I pray ye mock me not. A Spaniard's heav'n 
Inipires revenge, and Cruelty and murder. 

Orellana. 

In me you fee a daughter of Peru, 
And nature and religipn bind tne to you* 

Alzuma. 

Then our own gods watch o'er affliftion ftillf 
And at their hands I do accept my life. 
Oh ! generous virgin, I refped thy virtues ; 
The powers that gave them will reward them too : 
If not in ev'ry ftate, in death or conqueft. 
They are their own fweet recompence, 

Orellana. 

That mien ! 

That prompt heroic afdbr! Stranger, fay; ^ 

Whence and what art thou? 

Alzuma. 

By my birth obfcure r 

Almagro late beheld me grafp the jai^ceHn^ 
And mid'ft the general carnage of the day. 
Seek death in vain thro' all thepaths of war* 

Orellana. 
Ah ! tell me then- — I tremble while I a(k; 
Where is Alzuma ? Lives he ? Does he yet 
Elude the tyrant's? fearch ? Oi: hashe fou^t 
The vale ot fleeting fpirits ? Quickly tell me, 
For oh! I long to hear. 

Al-. 
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Alzuma* ^i 

Support me, Ozmar. 
Her tender fympathyl 

Ozmar. 

Kow fummon all 

if our wonted firmnefs : (he's a ftranger yet. 

Let prudence guard thee. 

Orellana. 

Ah ! diftraft me not. 

Why art thou pale ! Why gathering in thy eye 

Stand thofe round drops ? Alas ! he h no more, 

OzMAR» 

Alzuma lives ! 

Orellana. 
Lives! 

Ozmar* 

But far hence remote 

Seeks a retreat for mifcry and freedom, 

Orellana. 
Then I am blefs'd indeed ! 

Alzuma. 

Abforb'd in wonder. 

My fluttering foul feels all her funftions loft. 

Orellana. 

Weep'ft thou, brave youth ? Ah ! fay what hidden 
caufe — 



Al- 
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Alzuma. 
Thy genVous tendemefs. Like you Tm bom 
With too much fenfibi)ity of heart/ 

Orellana. 

Indeed you feem to bear a noble nature. 
Say, will you undert^e like men, and dare 
A hardy enterprize, that tends at once 
To your own fafety and the general weal ? 

Alzua^a. 

Speak thy intent : ev'n ruin'd as we are 
We boaft the virtue ftill to ferve thee, virgia, 

Orellana. 

Then maik my words : anon, when in the palace 
All court the Spaniard's finiles, and do the work 
Of low ambition, then with cautious ftep 
Repair ye both to yonder facred temple. 
In happier days the temple of the Sun ! 
Now other worlhip, other rites prevail* 
Employed in fecret duty there you'll find mc. 

Enter Gonzalez. 

Orellana^ 
What would Gonzalez ? - 

Gonzalez. 

With detemriin'd hafte 
The emprefs feeks you. 

Orellana. 

Lead your captives forth. 

I [The;/ how and are going out. 

Enter 



Enfir Okazia. * 

0rA2IA« 

Thefc are the infolents whom thy entreaty 
Has fav'd from juftice. 
* 
Orbllaka* 

To Don Carlos* goodnefs 
I bow in gratittioe. 

Crania. 

Take heed, rafh men. 
Or vengeance waits you, 

(Tbey go out.) Orellana hear : 
Don Carlos languiflies with gentleft paflion. 
And wooes you to his arms. A mother'i voicr 
Commands^ thee to ab^refiifbittous gods. 
And make thee lineal to our ancient fcepu^. 

What, while my brother lives ? 

Orazia. 

Pizarro fees. 

At length with indignation fees his flave 

Sufpend the progrefs of our righteous faith. 

Orellana. 
His flave ! A robber*s (lave ! Is that befitting ? 
Is that my mother ? Thefe are virtue*s tears f 
They mean you no offence, 

Orazia. 

Ungrateful child ! 

Still with inccffant rage to rteel your heart 

Againft 
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Againft a viftor, whom high Heav'n approves, 
Agamft a mother, whb would fave you ftill. , 

"" ' Orellana* 

The tyrant has my curies ; I avow it t 

My bittereft imprecations on him ! but 

A mother clainns refpeft. Then hear my fpray*r : ^ 

Let, not your Chriftian worfliip, while it gives 

New modes of faith, oh ! let it ne'er efface 

The virtues of humanity ! {Eicik: 

OkAZtA* 

Oh! blind 

And fatal fuperftitiqn !— fix'd in efrotJ, 

Alas ! jfhcT^es not that by Heav'n commiflion^d 

To chafe credulity Pizarro came, 

And reigns by right divine o-«r ev'ry heart* 

Oh! happy '»ftate! Chriftian Orazia^now 

Glows for the honour of eternal truth ; 

To ^hat bows rev'rent down, and joys to fee 

Awful religion bafe the 'fword of juftice* 

[Exit. 

Scene the Temple of the Sun. 
Enter Alzuma and Ozmar. 

Alzuma. 

Thou facred dome ! thou venerable pile 1 

Where erft the pious daughters of the Sun 

Jn meditation dwelt, and facred fong ! 

No more for you thofe rites; no more you'll hear 

Their pious vows, and their melodious ftrains. 

The Spanifli robber violates your altars. 

And foreign gods poflefs you* 

Vol. I. X X Oz- 
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OZMAIU 

Yet, Alzuma, 

Who knows what that bright maid— — 

Alzuma. 
Some deep intent 

Rolls in her bofom. Hark ! a feeble found 
Comes flowly winding thro' yon lengthened ifle. 

[^Mffick is beard at a diftance. 
It gains upon the ear. And lo ! a train 
Of fupplicating nymphs ! y^ hoft of Heav'n ! 
Our own folemnities ! how my heart glows 
With piour ardour ! let us hence, my friend. 
Left we uitrude upon their virgin choir* 

\X^ey retire. 

Enter Orellana, Emira, ^ilia, and other Virgins. 
An Image of the Sun^ the Moon^ fcfr. in their Hands 
a Cenfer of Fir e^ and fome ftrewing Flowers. 

O D E. 

I. 

Bright orb, that rurft th' setherial way. 
And pour'ft the radiant flood of day i 
Thou fifler regent of the night, / 
Who Ihed*ft o'er all thy fober light ; 
Ye ftars, that gleam from pole to pole ; 
<t thunders o'er our heads that roll ; 
Ye lightnings, rains, ye florms on high. 
That fpeak the prefent deity : 

Hear your own fervantsj hear -our virgin throng i 
Oh ! fave Alzuma s hear our myftic fong. 

11. 

Ye band of venerable juft. 

Ye warriors long fince laid in duft ; 

- ^ • Whcdier 
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Whether in filent groves ye ftray. 
Glow in the ftars or folar way, 
AfFemble all ye mighty dead. 
And ftalk around the Spaniard's bed ; 
In his fell heart with difmal yell 
Awaken all the fiends of hell j 

Aflift'Alzuma; arm each honeft hand. 
And tear a guilty tyrant from the land. 

[Tbey go out in froceffion. 

Enter Alzuma and Ozmar* 

Alzuma. 

For me their vows afcend ! the pious train 
Warble their, orifons for loft Alzuma 1 
Oh ! Qzmar, oh ! nriy friend ! the melting notes 
With thoughts that burn expand my glowing foul. 
Ha ! that ft^eet maid approaches ! 

Enter Orellana* 

OZMAR. 

Now be hufli'd 

Each fudden tranfport : to difclofe thy nann« 

Might fatal prove. 

Orellana. (coming forward) 

Alas ! my fpirits fink, 

Cold tremors fliake my frame. 

Alzuma. 

Your pardon, virgin. 

That thus encroaching on th^ hallow'd hour — 

X X 2 Oril- 
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ORjELLA^A. 

Strangers! you're welcome both. Ther wretched ever 
Bear their own pafsport to me. Train'd myfelf 
In fad affliftion's fchool, and warning- much 
Some charitable aid> thefe hands, arc ready- 
To wipe the tear from the pale cheek, of care. 

Alzuma. 

r 

Alasl misfortune, as we rife to life. 
Prepares her chalice for each human lip : 
We all are doom'd to weep. 

Orellana. 

Ye gen'rous youths, 

I fee you both are apt ta melt at woe-; 

X will not trouble you. 

Alzuma* 
If there is aught 

May ferve you, virgin^ truft your faithful flavcs. 
Thefe tears but ftrengthen virtue : fpeak thy will. 

Orellana. 

There i$ a bufineft.lab'ring in^my heart 
That calls for firmeft vigour. . 

If to drench 

A dagger's point in the fell Spaniard's bloodr— • 

Orellana. 
It wants no bloodflied. Tell me will you ferve me ? 

AlzmUa. 
.By Heav'n I will. 

Orel- 
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Say, wilL j^u. tKaverfe o'en 
The forefts wild, and continents of fand, " 
To bear a meffage to much-lov'd brother. 
On whofe dear life nfiy happfnefs is grafted J 

Alzuma.. 
Direft our courfe : we'll feek him ftraighfi, 

Alas! 

Banilhed far h^nce, dear yquth ! he little thinks 
How here I drag the Spaniard's galling^ <:hain. 
And neither live nor die. But here I've form'd 
In braided colours the fad- tale of woe. 

[T^kes out a braid of cohwrs. 
He know§ nPt letters, which th' inventive Sp^iard 
Has hither brought : but this will tell him alls 
This will inftruft him, to avoid this place ^ 
Let me be wBetched, I'll endure it alLj 
But blefs hijn gods ; watch? qver all his^ ways 5 
.My woes muft end me foon. 

AtZlJMA. 

No, thou fhalt join 

Our flight : we'll bq:ajt> thee to him. 

Orellana. 
Weak of limb 
My ftrei^th would fail me» Wilt thou give him this? 

Alzuma. 
I wills by every Pow?t above, I will. 

Orel- 
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Orellana. 
Then tak« it, youth, and bear it to iUzuma; 

Alzuma. 
AIzoraaT 

Orellana. 
Ycsi to him. 

Alzuma* 

Ye gracious powers ! 

And bear, it to Alzunu ! — Orellana ! 

Orellana. 

Thofe trembling accents ! and the various meanings 
Of ev'ry feature — Ah ! that look, of thine — 

Alzuma. 

I am, I am, Alzuma. Oh ! my fifter ! 

I, I ani he ! this fond embrace attefts it. 

She faints, fhe faints. Oh ! could'ft thou e*er have 

hop'd it ? 
Tis Orellana! — 'tis, it is my fiften 

Orellana. 

That air! that face ! juft fo my father look'd ! 
I fcarce can think it yet : thou art not — tell me— r 
Say, art thou he? — Peru's furviving heir ? 
Art thou Alzuma ? — does thy breaft retain 
The tyger's fang ? 

Alzuma*. 
It does, it does. 

Orel- 
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Orjellana. 

Have I fo long 

Forbore to wander o'er him with my kifles ? 
To clafp thee clofe, and own thee with my tears? 

[^Emhacej him. 

Al:2uma. 

Grow to thy brother's heart, thou virtuous maidl 
Ozmar, the Gods are "here; they have not yet 
Deferted innocence. Thou watch, my friend. 
That none intrude upon this hour of joy. 

[Exit Ozmar. 

Orellama. 

Why didft thou venture to this place of danger? 
Oh ! quickly fly; of all the Sun beheld 
la his own city, by immortals rear'd^ 
This temple only ftands. 



Where is Orazia ? 
JS^he lives. 



Alzuma. 

Orellana. 

Alzuma. 



Then to her honour and her gods 

She ftill lives true : I know her virtue well. 

Orellana. 

This fide the grave no mortal virtue's known. 
She's married to Pizarro. 



Al- 



544 ^A' L Z ^ M J^f 

Alzuma. 

Married to him ! 

Falfe to her faith, and married to 'Pi^arrb'! 

Orellana. 
5he ftiares hU tyrant fceptr©^ 

Alzuma. 

Oh ! may Heav'n — 

Yet ftie*s my mother jftill — Forgive her, gods ! 
If your dread fway can bear fuch crimes, forgive her, 
-And keep your red'ning vengeance for the Spaniard. 
Say fhall I fee Orazia ? 

Orellana. 

At yon portal 

You met her 'dreadful frown. 

Alzuma. 

Was that my mother ? 
Unnatural woman! 

Orellana. 

In her ruin'd mind 

Sits blind enthufiafnm, with'rhig ev'ry virtue. 

Zeal forgets fetters for a free-born race. 

And murder's blade gleams in religion's hand. 

Alzuma^ 

Bright orb ! thou hear'ft it ! I make na appeal 
To you agairift her. But to find thee thus. 
Thou beft of fillers, 'midft a mother's crimes 
That rend my foul, it mixes tend'reft joy, 
' And makes thcfc tears a tranfport. TcH thy brother. 

What 
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XVK^t force upheld thee ? how haft thou fuftain*d 
Thy faith inviolate ? ^ 

Orellana. 

Th6 Spaniard's rage 

Lifts ev'ry paflion on the fide of virtue. 

Thou wer't far hence, know'ft not the horrid night 

That heaved this nmighty empire from its bafe* 

Alzuma% 
Ev'n now I fliudder for thee ! 

Orellana* 

Cloyfter'd here, V? 

Two hundred chofen virgins of the Surt, 
Here in this very temple pouf'd their praife 
In midnight harmony to ev'ry god. 
And bore thro' glimm'ririg illes th' eternal fire ; 
Wheh the foe hifh'd upon us 5 burft the fancfluar/ 
Which fince the world's foundation 'till that hour 
Man never dar*d profane* With virgin fhrieks. 
And female lamentation ning the dome ; 
Devouring rage, and pale difmay^ and deathj 
Ran wild in horrid forms 5 the crimfon pavement 
Floated with gore j fto check their fury felt, 
*Till weary flaughter ftopt at laft for breath. 
And Ipar'd a wretched few* 

Alzuma* 

Thou virtuous maid! 

What pitying God preferv'd thee? 

Orellana* 

*Twas in Wrath, 

In vengeance I was fav'd, to greater ills 

Alas ! referv'd ! to fce my father murderM—- =-» 

: Yql. I t y AjL- 
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Alzuma. 
Oh ! bleffed be his fhade ! 

OREtLANA, 

E'er fince Pizarro 

Urges to change my gods, and join his fon 

In impious wedlock. ^ 

Alzuma. 

May his foul be plung'd 

In ever-burning floods of liquid gold. 

And be his avarice the fiend that damns him ! 

[Mujic he^df 

Orellana. 

End we our conPrence here : the virgin band 
Wait my return : I would not have thee known. 
Retire my brother. 

Alzuma. 
And mufl: we part fo foon ? 

0R£LLAN4. 

Alas! too fure we muft : a faithful friend 
Shall lead thee to the grove where oft I walfc 
In bitternefs of foul. 

Alzuma. 
Yet ere you go. 

Here kneel, and fwear by all the holy powV$ 
Whom with firm cpnftancy Peru adores ; 
By the dear Ihades of long-departed heroes, 
Whom av'rice flaughter'd, or religion ftabb'df 
Swear here, by all thofe great, thofe awful fanftions. 
That never you'll betray your plighted vows. 

Orel- 
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Orellana. 
Yes, Orellana ratifies the oath ! 

Alzuma, 

Now once again ccroe to this fond embrace. 
We'll meet anon. 

Orellana. 
We fhall. 

Alzuma. ''' 

Farewell, farewell ! [She goes out. 

Proteft, ye pow*rs> that ftruggling innocence. 
In your own holy caufe fhe kiffers all. 
Are ye no niore the gods of peace ? no more 
AfHiftion's friends ? If that excelling goodnefs. 
If flie is wretched thus — yet let me not,- 
Like the bafe Chriftian foe, with pious rage, 
Who deals deftruftion round, and deems his murder 
Grateful on high, oh ! let me not, like him. 
With horrid attributes affront my God ! 
Yes, Heav'n is bounteoirs ftill ! ye gracious pow'rs! 
Of you and your juft ways I'll not complain. 
You've made us virtuous, and have done enough ! 



End of the SECOND ACT. 



y a ACT 
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ACT the T H I R D, 

Scene the temple. 
Enter Cari^os and Gonzalez, 

Carlos. 

THOU haft my thinks, Gonzalez : my fond heart 
But for thy watchful care had been the fport 
Of a fierce favage beauty. Now I know 
The minion of her foul. Oh ! that refleftion 
Shoots all the fires of difappointed love 
Thro' my diftrafted heart. 

Gonzalez. 
Forgive, my lord. 
If I unwittingly have fix'd a pang 
That preys upon your peace. In yonder grove 
I faw them meet in fecre^: interview, 

Carlos. 

I faw them too ; thy vigilance informed me, 
Thefe eyes beheld them in clofe amorous parley. 
In ardent gaze ; beheld a peafant flave 
Familiar with thg^t luxury of charms. 
With Orellana*s charms ! It fires to madnefs. 
I faw that wretch whpm I redeemed from death. 
At her requeft redeemed, unthinking fool ! 
I faw him meet her in the confcious grove. 
Embracing and embraced ! 

Gonzalez, 

Perilh the thought, 

That 
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That thus difturbs your breaft : you know, my lord. 
By your command 1 feiz'd the flave, and now 
Far other chains than thofe of love infold him. 

Carlos, 

By Heav'n he dies : this very hour fhall fee him 
A Chriftian, or a viftim to his errors* 

G0NZALE2. 
The guards now lead him forth. 

Carlos. 

Was it for this 

The tyrant fair opposed ev'n Heav'n itfclf ? 

Oh ! at the altar's foot her lov*d idea 

Was prefent ftill, and zeal for heav'nly truth 

A tear from thofe bright eyes diflblv^d away. 

But falfe compaflion rules my heart no more. 

I faw her meet the flave ; at my approach 

Fierce indignation darted from her eye. 

And ftraight (he turn'd with high difdain away. 

Ah I fee ! Ihe comes ! ftill lovely in her guilt ! 

l^Exif Gonzalez. 
The haughty fiercenefs of untutored virtue 
Beams favage graces round her. Yes, byHeav'a 
She fhalj be mine 5 my heart adores her ftill. 

£nfer Qrellana. 

Orellana. 
You have done this. Sir, and I thank you for it. 

Carlos. 

Think not I urg'd feverity againft thee 5 
But oh ! do juftice to that gentle nature 

That 
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That governs here ; that now throbs wildly for you, 
With all the foft folicitude of Idvc. 

Orellana. 

What has a wretch like me to do with love ^ 

CarIos^ 

Doft thou avoid me then, thou cruel fair ? 
Doft thou avoid me ? Now I know the caufe 
That made thee unrelenting to my fighs ; 
I know your paramour ; now know for whom 
Don Carlos' vows were all difpers'd in air ; 
For years who held dominion o'er your heart. 
And made me languifh at your feet in vain. 

Orellana. 

And if I cherifh'd a long hidden flame. 
Who claims a right to tyrannize my heart ? 

Carlos. 

Thiitk^ft thou a breaft fufceptibte as min^. 
That Iwells with rapture if thou deign'ftto fmilC, 
©r by a frown is tortur'd in the extreme ; 
Think'ft thou a heart like mine will e'er permit 
A conquered flave to win thy leajft regard ? 
Oh ! there's an avarice in love, that claims 
Each gentle grace, each amiable air. 
Claims the noble hoard of fweets, and will not bear 
A word, a look diredted to another. 

Orellana. 

And mean'ft thou then to choak the voice of pity ? 
Is that thy purpofe ? Know the injur'd youth. 
Whom thy fell rage but now has doom'd to deathr 
Is miferable -, therefore dear to me. 
Know he is virtuous i therefore has my love. 

Car- 
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JCahlos. 

Thy love ! does he poflefs it ? he. 
Inhuman fair ! but yet recall the word 
Our law5 that fpare no infidel- — 

Orellana. 
Thou Spaniard! 

Thou fierce barbarian from a world unknown I 
But all our facred rites thou haft profan'd. 
And well may'ft violate love's altar too. 
Come, point thy dagger at this virgin breafli 
And conquer hearts as you would force our faith, 

Carlos. 

You wrong tne much. Hear Orellana^ hear 
Thy tendereft fuppli^nt, 

Orellana. 

Never : woman's weaknefs 

With pity faw thee .kneeling at my feet. 

And fighing fruitlefs vows. But this laft outrage 

Againil a helplefs captive — Witnefs Gods ! 

If Orellana hear this Spaniard more. 

Or liften to the tale of impious love. 

Peep down in earth may fli e alive be buried. 

Her fpirit doomed to wander o'er the world. 

And never reach the manfion of her fathers. 

Carlos, 

Your minion dies ; my rage is up in arms. 
And the foft voice of love fhall plead np more. * 

[Exit. 

Orellana. 

Barbarian go ! — Ah ! there's a fight indeed 
• Affefli that opens ev'ry fource of grief. 

Enter 
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Enter AlXuma in chains. 

Orellana. 

Oh! Let me fcek thy mother; tell her alii 
With the ftrong eloquence of filial tears, 
ru throw me at her feet, and in her heart. 
Loft as it is, I'll find fome fiidden fibre. 
Where all the mother trembles for her offspring* 

Alzuma. 

Reftrain this rage j Alzuma would hot owe 

A fecond favour to her. She, alas I 

Is dead to nature. That accurfed fiend. 

Fanatic fury, blafts each moral virtue. 

She has pronounced my doom. Let her not know 

She kills a fon. Oh ! let me never add 

That guilt atrocious to a parent's crimes* 

Orellana* 
Are there no means to fave thee ? 

Alzuma. 

Look not thus: 

Ennobled by thy virtues, by diftrefs 

Endear'd, each glance thou fend'ft, unmans mequit^. 

And ey'n a brother's fondnefs akes to view thee. 

Thy goodncfs charms, and by each heart-ftririg 

draws nie 
Back to this hated world. For thee, my fifter, 
^hen I fhould boldly tread the ridge of peril, 
Aiid dare the depth below s for thy dear fake 
J cling to life ; extend my feeble arms ^ 
But thou no aid can'ft give. 

Orev 
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Orellana.^ 

Diftrafting thought! 

Muft I furvive thee helplefs and forlorn, 

A vidlim to the Spaniard's hated love ? 

Alzuma. 

There lies the pang that bids thefe drops of anguifli 
Fall in this copious ftream. Not for myfelf 
I feel, but oh ! when I am gone, when fate 
Has ftretch'd this body on the flinty earth. 
Who fhall defend thy wcaknefe ? Muft I l^ave thee 
A prey to ruffian force ? Muft that rare beauty. 
Shall that confpire againft thee ? Muft thofe eyes 
Obedient roll to a fierce conqu'ror's will ? 
Inflanie his hot defires, to plunge thee deeper 
In flian)^ and feryityde ? 

Unpitying gods! 

Alzuma* 

Perhaps to waft thee from thy native l^n4 
To foreign altars, and a foreign bed ! 

OREJ.LANA. 

There is but one, one only refuge. 

Alzuma. 
Name it. 

rU perifli with thee. Lo 1 l)ehold a weapon ! . 

[Shews a da^er. 

Vot. L Z z ' Ai^ 
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Alzuma. 
Ha! 

Orellana* 

Where'er thy fpirit wings it's happy flight, 
rU hail thy triumph ; . foar on trembling wing. 
And diftant eye thy radiant traft of glory. 
To ev'ry kindred ftar. 

Alzuma. 

Relentlefs pow'rs ! 

No other boon youVc left me to beflow. 

Orell^a. '* 

Ah ! me ! they come ; the fell Pizarro comes. 

Enter Pizarro, Orazia, Carlos, Guards^ £s?r. 

Orazia. 

Now, Orellana, we demand compliance. 
Provoke our wrath no more : the veiled prieft 
Waits at the altar; there Don Carlos' love 
And Heav'n indulgent claim thee for their own. 

Alzuma. 
Unnatural, barbarous mother ! {/Iftde. 

Orellana. 
For his love 

Don Carlos has my thanks. Spain will not think 
Hqr luftre tarnifh'd, that a wretch like me 
Feels no ambition for her proud alliance. 
The gods of Spain 

Orazia. 
This arrogance — 

Orel- 



A TRAGEDY. 355 

Orellana. 
Indulge 

A favourable ear. The gods of Spain 
Will not be jealous that no fragrance rolls 
Around their fhrines from me. If error's maze 
Mifguide my .fteps, their all-pervading eye 
Will read the honeft purpofe of my. foul. 
And mercy win the thunder from their hands, 

Orazia. 

This wilful difobedience ! Who has taught 
The vain delufive dre^m ? 

Carlos, 

Thattlave! Tis he. 

Who rules her wayward fancy. 

Orazia. 

Ha! that, traitor! 

Doft thou prefume to Ijpread fedition here? 

Alzuma. (looking at her) 

Oh ! thou apoftate ! Thefe hot burning tears 
Will burft their way. 

PiZARRO, 

And does thy fuUen eye 

Dart the fierce glance of treafon on your Queen ? 

Orazia* 

Who and what art thou ? 

Alzuma^ 

I've no rank or name. 

To plead my- caufe in thy obdurate heart. 

Z z a To 
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To your own child unnatural as thou art, 
I have no claim to mercy. 

PlZAkAO. 

Bafe revilcr \ 

Within the Tropic all milft think alike. ' 

Alzuma. 

Betwixt us both the facred fliaft of war 
Has long been (hot, and enniity prevails. 
Fierce, inextinguifliable ! 

OrA2U. 

My example 

May teach thee, flave, to yield to facred truth. 

And Spain's imperial mandate. 

Alzuma. 

Thy example ! 

Full well you judg'd, thou traitreft to thy country ! 
To fly to gods who can forgive thy crimes. 
Ours Ihudder at them ! 

PiStAllRO. 

To the altar drag 

The impious flave. [Guards Jeiz§ Alzuma. 

Or£LLAKA. 

Oh! wretched Of ellana ! 

Alzttma, 

Barbarians hold ! Yet Spaniard ere I die 
Hear my laft fervent prayer. 'Twas luft of gold. 
Not zeal for truth and love of human kind. 
That brought you to Peru : and may that gold. 
Oh ! may it prove to Spain the direful fpring 

Of 
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Of worfe calamities than we have felt ; 
May it unnerve your arm ; diflblve in floth 
Laborious induftry ; ne'er let your plains 
The toiling hand of cultivation know; 
Kindle fierce war ; and may fome happier ftate, 
Whofe fons with love of genVous freedom glowing, 
Preferve their civil and religious rites. 
The foes of tyranny ! who found their laws 
On the broad bafe of reafon and of nature ; 
Oh ! may that happy ftate (if fuch there be) 
With bolder prow triumphant o'er the deep, 
Purfue you hither with avenging thunder ; 
In your own harbours wrap your fhips in fire. 
And bow ye down to feek detefted gold 
For others ufes ! Be that curfe upon you ! 

PiZARRO. 

His blafphemy pollutes the air : forthwith 
Give him the death he merits, 

Orellana. 

Once again 

Let me embrace him ; one laft fad farewell 

No pow'r on earth fhall hinder. [^Emiraces bim. 

Carlos. 

Ha ! that infolent ! 

Perdition feize the flave ! Shall he enjoy — 

By Heav'n this fabre cleaves him to the ground. 

IGoin^ tojlrih^ 

Orellana, 

Now by the vital air, by ev'ry pow'r 
That guides, impels, or melts the human heart. 
By yon bright orb of day, by your own gods. 
Enough of blood they've had, by them 1 aflc. 

They 
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They will approve fbft pity j fpaie his life. 
Oh ! iparc his innocence, nor murder me. 

Carlos. 
Tear off her hold : by Heav'n the flave — 

Orellana, 

Now ftrike. 

Now execute your purpofe ! with the blow 

This ready dagger plunges to my heart. 

Carlos. 

Hold, Orellana ! This abhorred fteel 

[Takes the dagger from ber^ 
Was never meant to wound thy tender form : 
Thou haft difarm'd my vengeance 5 by yon Heaven 
I would not fee thy beauteous bofom gor'd 
For the extended empire of the world. 

Orellana^ 

If ought of cruelty the prisoner fufFer, 
This hand ihall fct me free, 

Carlos. 

D\fpel thy fears : 

1 will not urge his fate j I will not urge 
Thee to compliance : guiltlefs of his death 
I leave this temple, leave this fcene of horror. 
Where perfecution draws the unhallowed fword. 
And murders for belief. 

Pizarro. 

Yet CarlcTS ftay, 

I charge thee ftay, nor dare again traduce 

A father's deeds. 

Car- 
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Carlos. 

My heart at length revolts. 
Nor will I fee that youth, whoe'er he be, 
A viftim to the blind infenfate rage 
That fheds man's blood, and dares to think it yirtue^^ 

[Exit.' 

PiZARRO. 

Ha ! the time calls for rigour ; feeble laws 
And government relax'd might hazard all 
The laurels this good fword has reap'd in war* 
Rafli and prefijmptious boy ! By my command 
He Ihall retrace his fteps. This very hour 
Sees Orellana his. Ourfelf will feek him. 
Mean time, Qrazia, be it thine to fee 
That traitor die a viftim to ^is crimes. [Exit. 

Orazia. 

Yield, Orellana, or thy mother's love 
Turns to vindiftive rage. 

Alzuma. 

Difhonour blaft 

The horrid counfel. Rather brave with fcom 
Their fierceft hate. Not all the worft of ills 
The purple tyrant has in ftore for virtue, 
Can plead for pardon with your gods abjur'd. 
Oh ! (hun the guilt of treafon to your foul ! 
On the mind fix'd, and obftinately juft, 
Ev'n ruin falls in vain. 

Orazi^, 

It falls this moment 
On thy devoted head., 

Orel-? 



36o A L Z U M A, 

Orelimna. 

Orazia, hear me j 

Reftrain this rage ; all nature ftarts with hoitor ; 

Humanity is Ihock'd; if he muft die. 

Of all who live, thou fhould'ft be innocent. 

Oraziav 
Cling not about me thus. 

Orbllama* 

Forbear, forbear 

The horrid ftrokc! Not all the dews of Heav'n 
Will wafh the barb'rous murder from your hands. 
Remorfe and anguifh follow ; peace of mind 
Will ever fliun thee ; fiends will haunt thy brdn^ 
And all the madnefs of defpairing guilt. 

Orazia. 

Thou plead'ft in vain : my foul expanding feels 
The glowing rapture, the exalted purpofe 
That fwells above the infirmities of nature. 
And burns with all it's god. 

Orellana. 

Ye hoft of Heaven! 

Seize Orellana j drag her to your altar r 
In horrid union bind me to Don Carlos, 
Rather than break, by one atrocious aft. 
All the eternal ties that link the world. 

Alzuma. 

Thou break them not ! Our country and our gods, 
Thofe are our firfl connexions ! For my life 
It is not worth my care : who dies for freedom, 
^Has liv'd his courfe of nature and of glory. 

And 
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And who furvives it but a fingle hour. 
Has liv'd that hour top much, 

Or£llana. 

My foul refumes 

Her ftrength -, I will not yield. . r 



Orazia. 



The traitor dies ; 
He dies this moment* 
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Alzuma^ ' 

Undilmay^d I come. 

OtLtllA^A. 

No, never, never s here thefe hands fhall hold him ; 

[Afoldier lays hold of her ^ 
He fhall not die. Tear, tear me piecemeal firfts 
FU perifh with him rather ; let the blow. 
That ends his life, unite us both in death. 

[She is torn from him^ afoldier Jiands 
at the altar-with a lifted fabre. 

Alzuma. 
>f ow Atabalipa, where'er thy fpirit 
Roams in uncertain being, with thy firmnefs 
Infpire my foul i teach me like thee to die, 

Orazia. 

Ah! — wherefore Ihould the Have invoke that name? 

[She goes near tbefoldier. 

Alzuma. 
Lo thus I bare my bofom ! 

[Goes up to the altar* 

Vol. I. A a a Ora.- 
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Orazia* 
Ha! 

Orellana. 

Yet hold ! [i*/i fy a/oUier. 

Thou wretched mother ! It is — ^forbear 5 

It is the pureft blood of all Pferu ! 

A vengenil god, a god of wrath beh^ds 

The barbarous deed ; I hear his thwi^r roll j 

It burfts the roof; the pillar'd temple falls j 

It falls to crufh ye alli 

Alzuma. * 

Here ftrike at once. 

And with my life-Wood glut her frantic rage. 

Orazia. 
Forbear (hslding the f tidier) I charge thee; ftop Ae 

bloody ftroke J 
Oh I wonder-working pow'rs i {faints away. 

Orellana. 

The well-known token 

Grav'd on his breaft has mark'd him for her fon. 

Enter Pizarro. 

PiZARRb. 

No, nought jfhall ihake the purpofe of my fouL 
Orazia ! why thus finks her drooping fpirit ? 

Alzuma. 
Does juftice triumph o'er the gods of Spain ? 

Orel- 
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0Jt£LX.ji1f A. 

Recall her Heav'n, and o'er.her ly^ii^ig &«fe 
Pour down your gentleft influence, (AJfifts Orazia« 

PiZARRO. 

Rebel flavc ! 

Th' extirmin^ring if^rath of Heav'n purities tljicc 5 

Still (halt thou meet thy fate. 

Orazio. 
Oh ! lend your aid^ 

And lead me, guide my fteps. My Lord Pizarro, 
Remit the cruel rigour of tfee law. 
And Ipare a'wxetch'$ jlife, 

P<IZARRi9. 

She too rebels ; 
SKe pleads ib^r herdy. 

Orazia, _ 

Oh, no ! I plead 
For mercy, and for juflsicc, 

Pjzarro, 

Would'ft thou fove 

That wilful o'bftina'te ? Refleft Orazia 5 

Is this your faith ? Is ithis your promised zeal ? 

Orazia. 

Zeal in excefs is vice^ 'tis iwypious; 
Horrid repqg«ance to the will of Heav'n \ 
Subverjfive of each virtue i foe to all 
The tender laws of charity and love; 
Thofe laws that raife. and dignify our being. 
Nature's great edift in the human heart, 

A a a 2 Pi- 
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PiZARRO. 

Thy words arc treafon. 

Orazia. 

No ! 'tis jufticc fpeaks : 
Thanks to th' eternal powers, at length I fee 
That each religion, truth itfelf may have 
Its wild enthufiailsj and its frantic zealots. 

PiZARRO. 

By Heav'n fome hidden meaning lurks beneath 
Thi3 fudden revolution pf thy heart, 

Orazia. 
Oh ! fpare his iimocence j have mercy ! 

PiZARRO. 

Yes, 

The flave fhall live, till from that ftubborn fpirit 
Torture hath wrung each deep, each hidden purpofc. 
See him fccur'd in the deep dungeon's j^Iooid, 

Alzuma. 

Yes, lead me hence, where I no more may fee 
This hated race. But oh ! when I am gone. 
Spare Orellana ; fpare that tender form ; 
From death I flirink not : Nature at my birth 
Condemn'd me to it: foon the hour fhall come 
When truth, when conference fhall condemn thy deeds, 

Exit. 

PiZARROt . 

The rebel's doom is fix'd : I burn to fee 

Each fhackled flave thro' our extended realm 

Or live ^ Chriftian^ or embrace his fate, Exit^ 

Qra- 
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Orazia and Orellana, 

Orazia. 

Oh! Orellana; 'tis, it is your brother! 

The wound indented on his youthful breaft— 

Plainly I faw it i 'tis my child, my fon, 

Orei^i^ana. 

It is Alzuma — oh ! I know it all j 
This day revcal'd it to me. 

Orazia. 

Was it juft 

To leave him thus exposed ? 

Orellana, 
He wiird it fo. 

Orazia. 

Wretch that I am ! I tremble at it ftill. 

Oh ! whither was I plunging ! What a depth 

Of woe and guilt, unutterable guilt. 

What endlefs mifery have I efcap'd ! 

Murder my fon ! Barbarity unheard of ! 

It fliocks my foul ! And did he, could he think. 

Could my child think me dead to human nature ? 

The thought diftrafts, it rives a mother's heart. 

To thee I've been ungentle j thou haft caufe 

To doubt my love 5 but come to my embrace. 

Orellana. 

Oh ! blefs'd event ! And do I live to tafte 
This unexpefted joy, this dear delight ? 

Ora- 
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The brink of horror, on which late I ftoodj 
Recalls from error ev'ty wandering fenfe. 
Alzuma fhall not die : the Chriftian's God 
Beams the iwet (miles of univerfai love 
On all his fair <:reatioii. Haughty Spain 
Perverts his holy laws ; but ftill the powV, 
That warn'd my erring virtue, may inform himj 
Tnith only triumphs when it ooacjuexs hearts. 
And never gains by carnage and 4eftru&ioa, 



End 0/ the THIRD ACT. 
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ACT the FOURTH. 



Sane the Palace. 



Enter Orazia, 

Or AziA. 

OH 1 Unexpc^ed day of grief and joy ! 
My child, new child ! I have not yet forgot 
To flied the tear of natural affeftion ; 
To know for whom I bore the child-bed pangi 
J ^m not grown the horror of the world. 



£»/^r Orellaka* 

Orellana. 

Alas ! airs loft ; Don Carlos rages \ ftern Pizarro 
Thirfts for Alzuma*s blood. 

Orazia« 

A mother's love 

Shall ftill proieft her offspring ; Oh ! my daughter^ 

AfFeftion, long an alien to this heart, 

Gufhes in tumult thro* each panting vein. 

Defpair and anguifh too o'erwhelni my fpirits. 

Yet oh ! returning nature ! yet thy griefs. 

Thy very tears are tinftur'd ftill with joy ! 

'Tis mifery dcliglrtful. 

^ ^ Orel- 
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Orellana. 
Yet cv*n now 

The fell Gonzalez leads Alzuma forth. 
Ah ! whither do they lead him ? 

, Orazia. 

*Tis to mc 

They lead your brother forth : One interview^ 
Unconfciousof his name^ Pizarro grants. 
Heav'ns ! what an interview ! A fon enflav'd. 
And a fond mother, who ufiirps his rights I 
I cannot fee my child ! And yet I muft, 
I will behold him ! hear his fad, fad ftory j 
Gaze on each feature, clafp him to my heart ; 
And perifh with him, if he's doom'd to bleed. 
Thou fly to Carlos, foothe his troubled mind ; 
Exert your influence, or your brother's loft. 
Each moment's big with death. 

. . Orellana. 

Proteft him, Gods ! 

Now virtue ftruggling in the laft extreme 

Calls for your guardian care. [Exif. 

Orazia. 

Yeblendid colours, both of guilt and virtue. 
Ye ftrong emotions mix'd of grief and joy. 
Oh ! how your conflift racks my tortur'd foul ! 

Enler Gonzalez. 

Gonzalez. 
The prisoner from his dungeon waits your will. 

Ora- 
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Orazia. 

Give him admittance. [Exif Gonzalez] Now, all* 

gracious Heav'n ! 
Support a mother j aid me, touch my lips 
With thy refiftlefs energy of Ipeech, 
That I may calm the mighty ftorm of paflions. 
And reconcile a fon to lire and truth* 

Enter Alzuma. 

Orazia. 
His awful ftern regard 

Alzuma. 

My firmnefs fails. 

And guilty as fhe is, yet filial love. 

Yet nature tells me, uie*s my mother ftilL 

Orazia. 

Approach itiy fon t embrace your— — 



Alzuma. 

Confcious fhame. 

The fenfe of vile mifdeeds, yes, goading confcience 

Choaks up thy voice, and tells thee that thou aft^-- » 

Orazia, 

A tyrant ! an ufurper ! That^s the name 
Of horror thou would'ft utter : Yet Orazia 
Is not fo far abandon'd o'er to guilt. 
But my heart bounds with tranfport, even thuf 
At length to fee my fon- You weep Alzun^ L 

Alzuma. 

Thou fource of light ! Bright majefly of HeaV*n ! 
Vol, I. B b b Thee 
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Thee I atteft, from thee implore forgivenefs> 
That thus I own a traitrefs j that thefe tears 
Confefs the facred charafter of fon 
You ftamp'd upon my nature. 

Orazia.. 

Oh! Alzuma, 

Did I command thy murder ? Earth and Heav'n ! 

A mother ready to imbrue her hands 

In her child's — Horror ! Why did'ft thou conceal 

The fecret from me ? Why not rufli for flielter 

To thefe maternal amis ? But oh ! I knew thee ; 

Parental inftinft gave the fure alarm, 

And now to hear thee, view thee thus, it wakes 

Unutterable throbbings in my breaft. 

Al2uma. 

Well may'ft thou view me ; well ntay'ft thou furvcy 
Thy fon riturn'd ! He brings no foul difhonoiir. 
But thou, can'ft thou — Indelible reproach ! 
Oh ! ftain to virtue ! Rage and indignation 
Burn in my fou], and kinSle madncll there. 

Orazia. 

Let not impetuous rage difturb thy reafon. 
Heav'n on the Spaniard's arms hath fmil'd fuccefs; 
Thence on Peru Ihone forth the ray of truth, 
Sublimer faith, and pure exalted morals. 

Alzuma. 
Morals ! Each word plants daggers in my heart. 
Oh ! give me daggers rather ; arm my hand 
With their own deathful fteel, that I may hold it 
Crimfon and glowing with the tyrant's blood. 
Aloft to view, and call my country free. 

OUA^ 
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Orazia* 

Controul this phrcnzy ; it were impious murder. 

Alzuma. 

Murder ! A facrifice ! a glorious facrifice 

To injured men, and violated laws. 

What ! he whofe hand reeks with my father's blood ? 

And yet fhe pleads a fell deftroycr's caufe ! 

Hold he^t-ftriftgs, crack not yet : A curs'd invader^^ 

Who thins the race of man ! Ev'n now the cries 

Of infants murder'd at the foft'ring breaft. 

The fhrieks of virgins^ dying heroes groans, 

Sound in my ear i imperial palace$. 

The temples of our gods, all wrapt in fire ! 

Oh! image not, my foul, the horrid fcene. 

Orazia. 
I cannot bear his ftrong, his keen reproach. 

Alzuma. 

Yet wedded to him ! Well thofe tears may gufh. 
Well may thofe blufhes glow upon thy cheek. 
Detefted perfidy ! My father's heart. 
That heart, which ever beat with love of thee, 
Puft as it is, awakens in his tomb. 
Alive and fenfible to guilt like thine ; 
It ftirs, it rouzes in the Ihroud of death. 
With horror at thy name, and feels it's pangs^ 
It's tortures o'er again. 

Orazia. 

Obdurate fon ! 

Thus to transfix and rend a mother's heart. 

B b b a Al^ 
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Al2uma. 

Am I upon a bedof rofes ? Lo ! in chains 
My bleeding country ! Mark in ev'ry region 
The defolation that lays wafte the land ! 

Orazia. 

Why wilt thou urge me to defpair and horror ? 
Oh ! kill me rather; let the deadly point 
Pierce to my heart j I'll arm thee for the blow : 
Avenge my crime 3 avenge your country's faU. 

Alzuma, 
What fays Orazia ? 

Orazia. 

Stifle in my blood 

The piou§ love I bear the Chriftian*s God, m 

Alzuma. 

Would*ft thou debafe me to the Spaniard's guilt ? 
If thou indeed beiiev'ft the Chriftian's God, 
It is not mine to ftab for human error. 
Farewell ! farewell ! Live happy if thou can'fl: ; 
Oh ! Heav'ns, if happincfs can dwell with guilt. 

Orazia. 

Yet ftay, my fon ; one moment-^n 

A^ZUMA. 

Pow'rful nature ! 

Thy tender ftrugglings ! Oh ! while thus thy han4 
I bathe with tears, and print my kiffes on it, 
X'f t me implore thee^ pwn your gods again, 

- My 
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My father*s fpirit calls ; the ghaftly fliades 
Or martyr'd millions, martyr'd for their faith. 
All lift their hands and call aloud for vengeance^ 

Orazia. 

Arife, my fon, arife. 

Alzuma, 

Let me not fue 

And clalp your knee in vain. 

Orazia. 

Oh ! ftrong contention 

*Twixt grace and nature, 'twixt my God. and thcc ! 

Alzuma. 
Refume your dignity, your native honour* 

Orazia. 

But Heav'n prevails! 

Alzuma. 
Think of your bleeding country ! 

Orazia. 

I cannot, muft not hear thee. Oh ! Alzuma, 
Thy mind is loft in darknefs. 

Alzuma. 
How! 

Orazia, 

Thy gods 

Are ^perftition's dreams. 

Al^ 
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Alzuma. 

Away; no more; {Rifingbafiibf* 

I would not hear the voice of profanation. 
Go tell your tyrant, all his thi5eats are vain. 
Tho' fprung from thee I ftill can die with glory. 
Farewell I we part for ever. 

Orazia. 
Hear me, hear— 

Alzuma. 
Oh ! Heav'ns, Orazia™ 'tis the laft, laft time 

Tlmt e'er — May the juft gods forgive thee all. 

\ExiL 

Orazia. 

Go, cruel, fierce, inexorable fon ! 

Go, rufh on death ; 'twill break thy mother's heart 

Orazia, ^»i/ Don Carlos. 

Orazia. 
Well, Sir, Pizarro now has heard your counfcL 

Carlos. 

That treach'rous flave, and Orellana t6o. 
They both have heard your counfel. All 
Thy arts are known r thy fairhypocrify 
To varnilh treafon. 

Oraz;iai. 

Oh ! thou wrong'ft me much. 

Another caufe, a caufe of tendYeft import, 

•It is the caufe of ev'ry Chriftian virtue i 

LoviPj 
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Love, juftice, and humanity arc in it, * 

All that the earth holds dear, and heav'n approves. 

Carlos. 
Trcafon, rebellion, perfidy are in it ! 
For Orellana's hufband all your cares 
Are trenmblingly alive. This very day 
But for thy artifice, the flave had died. 

Orazia. 

Mifguided youth ! Alas ! you little know 
Th' eternal bar divine and human laws 
Have fix'd between them. Orellana's hufband ! 
Oh ! no, believe it not. 

Carlos. 

And wherefore then 

Alarm'd and wild with fear ? Why ev*ry art 
Of tears, of ihrieks, and female lamentation. 
To fnatch the rebel from the ftroke of juftice ? 

Orazia. 

Alas ! thefe tears flow from the tendVeft fourcc. 
That wakes foft pity in the human heart. 
Carlos, I cannot fpeak--— 

Carlos. 

Ha ! now by Heav'n 
I fee it all ; guilt can no more diflemble : 
That look betrays the fecrets of thy heart 1 
The fraud ftands manifcft to view. 

Orazia. 

Yet hear me j 

Qh ! Carlos, hear me, nor affiift thyfclf 
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With falfc, with vain furmife. Orazia's cares 
Arc bufy for the wretched. 

Carlos. 

Has (he then. 

Perfidious fair ! has Orellana married 

That bafe-born peafant ? Does the rebel hope 

With her, in evil hour, to claim the crown ? 

That is your aim ; for that I am deceived j 

That care you colour with the fpecious name 

Of gen'rous fympathy for human kind. 

Orazia. 

I feel it here ; thefe are unbidden drops. 

*Tis you, ralh youth, you, Carlos, that can give 

Fair virtue's femblance to each wild emotion. 

That prompts the fudden deed. Ere now 'twas love. 

That tyrant of thy foul, capricious love. 

Nay, gen'rous if your will ; 'twas that which fav'd 

The lives of men, if Orellana fmil'd ; 

And now Ihe looks averfe, the baleful. charm 

Still (hoots delicious poifon through thy foul,. 

And perfecuted virtue pays the forfeit 

Of maiden bluflies, and of coy difdain. 

Carlos^ 

Think'ft thou Don Carlos means to live the flave 
Of idle charms, and tyrant beauty's frown ? 
No, let her charms ncgledted fade and p«ri(h. 
May forrow wither ev'ry namelefs grace. 
That rcvell'd once in thofe deluding eyes j 
Then let her lover gaze on faded beauty. 
Let him enjoy — Oh ! no ; the flave fhall die ; 
Then fhall his pale inanimated corfc 
Glare in her view, an offering from Don Carlos, 
The token of his love. 

Oka- 
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Orazia. 

Away, no more; 
Inhuman that thou art ! 

Carlos. 

Then let her fhriek. 

And rend her hair, and to his clay cold breaft 
Rivet her panting bofom — No ! the traitrefs 
Shall to the altar ; thdu (halt lead her thither ; 
And there her blood fhall expiate her guilt. 

Orazia. 

Thou tiger, nurs'd with gore ! away, nor dare^ 
With favage threats to wound a mother's ear, 

Carlos. 

WThe flx)rm is gathered, and the thunder Ibon 
Shall burft in ruin on their guilty heads. [JExrV, 

Orazia. 

Inhuman, barb'rous man ! — And muft I lead 
'Mid'ft fongs of triumph, and thro' feftive bands. 
My daughter crown'd with garlands to the altar ? 
Shall there the prieft, fell minifter of wrath. 
Force her to nuptials, which her foul abhors ? 
Which never — No — ftie'U perifti rather j firft 
Give to the cruel ax that tender form ! 
. And muft her mother, muft I then return 
Alone, heart broken, defolate, withovit 
My child ? thro' arches rais'd with pomp for her ? 
Thro' ways ftill redolent of ev'ry flow'r. 
Which, as fhe went, they ftrew'd beneath her feet ? 
I will not lead her j no, fhe Ihall not go. 
Alzuma then — Oh ! mifery fupreme ! 
Shall he too bleed ? Thou murd'rer ! hold thy hand ! 

C c c It 
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It is Orazia's blood thou fhed'ft ! The God, 
Who died for all, will not demand his life. 
Hefpeaks, he menaces, but fee, fee there I 
He dies, he dies ! 

Entet Orellana. 

Orazia. 
Who's there ? What would'ft thou ? ha \ 

Orjellana. 

Hafte thee, Orazia, hafte, and inftant think. 
Think of fome means to ward th*' impending ftrokct 
Enrag'd Kzarro comes : Avow your fon> 
Peru's undoubted heir, 

Orazia. 

It muft not be : 

That fatal try th would overwhelm us, all. 

Diftradtion ! nought remains, no pow'r can fave him. 

Enter Pizarro, DoN/ Carlos, and Guards^ 

PiZARRO. 

Yes, bring the traitor forth. The fanftity 
Of laws, the policy of our new ftate. 
As yet unfix'd, forbid all dull delay. 

Enter Alzuma, Gonzalez, and Guardi. 

Orazia. 

Angels of light proteft him, fave my fon. {^Afide. 

Pizarro. 
That once again I deign to parley with thee, 

Tis 
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*Tis gentle pity prompts. Take heed^ raHi youth. 
Or certain death.— 

Alzuma. 

Death is the only boon 
That Spain can give, or I will deign to alk. 
Come bloody bigot ! reverend affaffin ! 
Come on at once, here wreak thy pious rage> 
And in the name of heav'n conamit a murder ! 

PiZARRO* 

Doft thou reproach us ? thou, who oft: haft feen 

Blind fuperftition ofFer human vidlims. 

To your own fenfelefs, to your monftrous idols ? 

Alzuma* 
Polifh'd Barbarian I what doft thou do lefs ? 

PiZARRO. 

Beware, nor tempt my vengeance \ 

Alzuma. 

Thou art he 

"Who com'ft to teach thy doftrine fword in hahdj 
' To tyrannize our fouls 5 from free-born men 
Withhold the facred privilege of thinking ! 
Thou haft unchain'd, to fpread deftruftion round. 
Two fienda accurft : Lo ! where infatiate. avarice 
Enflaves mankind ! Lo ! Spanifh hierarchy 
Erefts her fcarlet head ; with pious rage 
Bears in her breaft a poiAard, and with blood 
Incarnadines the altar of your god. 

PiZARRO. 

Slave mark, my words : No more Til wafte the Jiour« 
In vain debate i refign thyfelf to Spain i 

C c c 2 Abjure 



I 
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Abjure thy errors, and embrace the truth ; 
Or elfe this moment fweeps thee from my fight. 
To die, in view of thy deluded friends, 
A terrible example of our vengeance. 

Ora!zia. 

No, by the powers above he fliall not die. 
The voice ot heav'n reftrains the murd'rer's hand f 
A vcMce that's heard thro' all the peopled earth, 
Refounding to the limits of the world. 

PiZARRO. 

Beware, beware, Orazia ! 

Carlos. 

Still fhe favours 

That infolent, who ipurns the light of heav'n. 

Orazia. 

Oh ! 'tis the light of heav'n informs my foul. 
Thefe ftrong emotions by the Pow'r Supreme 
Are waken'd here. The fpirit that impels 
To blood and murder, cannot be from heav'n. 
Nature, thou lead'ft me on ! My child, my child i 
I will proteft thee. Now, inhuman men. 
Now come, and tear him from a mother's arms. 

Orellana. 
Yes, both, my brother, both will perifh with thee, 

Pizarro. 
By heav'n this treafon — 

Carlos, 
Orellana's brother ! 
And not her hufband ! Then my heart's at peace. 

Pi- 
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PiZARRO. 

What means this myftery ? Say, art thou Alzuma ? 

Alzuma. 

Behold me, Spaniard. Let thine eye furvey me. 
Shrinks not thy heart within thee ? Read'ft thou not 
A royalty of nature here ? 

PiZARRO* 

Forthwith 

Say, wilt thou take thy life on our conditions t 

Alzuma. 

There are conditions that may win my foul 
Not wholly to abhor thee*^ 

PiZARRO,. 

Name thy terms ! 

Alzuma* 

Lay down at once the perfecuting fword; * 
Relieve from flavery a groaning world ; 
Aflc what we fufFer, not what we believe ; 
Difplay your morals, not your bigot faith. 
If avarice is your god, take gold enough. 
Freight well your fhips, and may propitious gale* 
In fafety waft you to your native ftiores. 
That done, in time we may perhaps forget. 
We may at leaft forgive you. 

PiZARRO. 

Stubborn flave ! 

And to a conqueror dar'fl thou thus to utter 

Thi« rebel ftrain ! 

Al- 
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Alzitma. 

Back to your native fhores ! 

What do you here, amidft a virtuous race ? 

PiZARRO. 

The laws of conqueft, and the laws of Spain— . 

Alzuma* 
And dar'ft thou, homicide, a! ledge the laws ? 
Thf laws of Spain ? Know there's a prior law. 
To which weak mortals are not trained, but born j 
Not form'd by fcience, but endowed by inftinft: 
Great nature's law ! that beft, that lured guide. 
That emanation from the pow'rs above ; 
O'er all diffused, immutable, eternal ! 
This who fhall filence ? who fhall dare repeal f 
Who ftrives to do it, abdicates his nature j 
Renounces all the honours of his beings 
And by the aft, tho' juftice ne'er o'ertake him, 
Pays full atonement ; he's a wretch indeed. 
♦ . 

PiZARRO. 

I'll hear no more : Since thus thy heart is fteel'dj 

Thus obftinately fix'd in wilfuU guilt. 

The juftice that pronounc'd thy father's doom 

Awaits thy crimes. No dark aflaflin's ftab 

Ended his days ; to our tribunal call'd. 

In full ^flembly of the conquering chiefs, 

Kte was arraign'd, was heard, and died for treafon 

To Spain's imperial crown* 

Carlos. 
And ihall that mockery, 

That ftain to juftice, that black fcene of horror^ 
Pe afted o'er again ? 

Pi- 
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And doft thou too, 

Doft thou rebel, confed'ra,tc in their guilt ! 

O^r will is fix'd. Ere yonder fua decline — 

Hear me thou flave ! or yield to truth and Sp^a^ 

Or elfe.yon fun, that idol of your worfhip, 

Shall fee thee on the rack in pangs expire. [Exif^ 

Carlos. 

Thou brave heroic youth, thy every virtue 
Demands my wonder. By yon heav'n I fwear 
Thou fhalt not fufFer : My foul eager pants 
To know, to love, to burn in friendfhip with thee. 

[Exit. 

Orazia. 

Alzuma, Oh ! my fon, in this diftrefs 

How (hall the wretched mother fave her child ? 

Alzuma. 

Wafte not a thought on me. Thy own mifdeeds. 
Repent of them : And fince the gods withhold 
A brave revenge,, 'tis left us ftill to die. 
And greatly perifh in our country's ruin. 

Gonzalez. 

He muft not linger here ; my duty bids mc . 
Convey him hence. 

Orazia. 

Thou bufy meddler ! here 

Orazia noW commands : I lead him forth ; 

And who Ihall dare oppofe a mother's voice ? 

l^Exif with Alzuma. 

Orel- 
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Orellana. 

Yet grant us vengeance, heav'a! Oh! give us ftilf 
To conquer ev'n in death j then mix triumphant. 
With penfive ghofts, and roam the Ihadowy plain. 
Where all is peace, all blifs in endlefs train ; 
Where with the hunter's cry the valleys ring. 
And fragrant zephirs breathe eternal Ipring ^ 
Where fpicy groves immortal fweets unfold. 
And no pernicious Spaniard thirfts for gold. 



End of the FOURTH ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT the F I F T H. 

J^er Orazia and Orbllana^ 

Orazia* 
VJ O, cruel, go, and leave me to my woe«#. 

Orellana. 

I feel them all ; but what, befet with ills> 
Can Orcllana do ? 

Orazia. 

What can flie do ? 

Prevent the ftrokej afluage Pizarro's fury; 

That canft thou do ; yet obftinately fix'd— — 

Orellana^ 

But fix*d in honour : Oh ! thou little know*ft 
Alzuma's foul : he will not take a life 
Purchased by vile difgrace j will ne'er furvivc 
To fee Don Carlos feize my plighted hand. 
That he may linger out his days in bondage. 

Orazi^. 

And if his ardour, if his ev'ry virtue 
Swell o'er their bounds, and bear his reafon down, 
Voul. Ddd WUt 
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Wilt thou unpitying — The bare image ftrikes — 
Wccp'ft thou my daughter ? Let the gen'rous forrow 
Melt thy hard heart, and bid Alzuma live. 

Orellana. 

Would Heav*n I could ; but if my brother fall. 
With him 'tis fix'd to die ; thrice happy both 
If ev'n in ruin our unfhaken zeal 
Our country honours, and our gods approve. 

Orazia. 

Then go, ru(h on, unnatural as thou art ! 
Go fince thou wilt, and fee a brother bleed. 
rU to the altar too 5 the blow that fheds 
Alzuma's blood, Ihall end this wretched being. 

Enter Carlos^ 

Carlos. 

Let joy fucceed and triumph in your hearts. 
I bring ye gladfome tidings. 

Orazia. 
Speak thy purpofe. 

Carlos. 

I've feen your fon : at length each raging paflion 
To peace fubfides, and takes a milder tone. 
His errors vanilh, and with fenfe reclaimed 
He dedicates his foul to truth and Spain. 

Orellana. 
What do I hear ? The tale of infamy ! 



Orazia. 
Then is Orazia blcft y my fon ihall live. 



But 
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But tell mc, does Alzuma — tell me alls 
Means he this day— 

Carlos. 

This very hour he means 
To offer up his vows at yonder altar. 
He and his chofen friends : he only a(ks. 
That while Pizarro views the folemn aft. 
The gazing multitude may ftand aloof. 
Nor interrupt him in his holy work. 

Orazia. 

All bounteous Providence Y Now, now indeed 
You give me back my fon. Upon the wing 
, Of love and rapture let me feek Pizarro j 
Tell him this uncxpefted blefs'd event. 
That faves at once ^ mother ^d her child, [Exif. 

Qreli^ana, 

- Then Jieap'ft it, radiant Deity ! thou hear'ft 
This worft of crimes, nor yet thy orb makes halti 
Nor turns his courfe back on the aftonilh'd eaft, 
Nor impious mortal^ dread eternal night ! 

Carlos, 

Suppr^fs this ftorm of paffion : fmiling peace 
Comes with her gentle train, and love prepare^ 
His torch to brighten all our future hoyrs. 

Orellana, 
AU truth is ded i Alzuma is a flave \ 

Carlqs, / 

Henceforth efteem and dignities await him. 
New joys, and all that lavish hearts can pour. 

D d d 4 Orel- 
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QltCLUUfA« 

Let him aoxpt diem ; let him meanly fioop 

To take a conqueixH^s gifts. Thefe are your arti^ 

The arts of tjrranny, bjr which you drzir 

With baleful luxury, with bland allurements, ] 

Each captive mind, till weak deluded men. 

Grown the voluptuous flaves of ev'ry vice. 

Become the flares of ev'ry matter too. 

Carlos. 

A moment brings him to you } thai youll fee 
He comes with mind enlig^ten'd. Truth divine 
Will from his lip more welcome touch thy ear. 
And hujh to peace diis tumult of thy foul. [Eait. 

Oreilana. 

The tumult of my foul will ever rage. 

Well, injur'd deities, you fly a land. 

Where not one virtue's left. You have full caofc i 

Ev'n your own progeny betrays your rights. 

To hoftile gods betrays. Yet let thofe gods 

Boaft of their prolelytc ; to them he'll prove 

A young, a fobtle hypocrite ; each vow 

The traitor offers at their Chriftian fhrine. 

To his own heart, to univerfal natufe 

Will give the lye, and ftamp the guilt upon him. 

By men and gods abhorr'd, the tenfold guilt 

Of daring to equivocate with Heav"n ! 

I will not live to fee it. Ha ! he cornea. 

Ent^r Alzuma* 

Alzuma, 

My fiftcr ,! why is this ? Thou fhun'fl me then ? 
Thoy ihun'ft thy brother ? 

OHEL- 
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Thou haft ruin'd all, 

Ahzm^A. 

Diftraft me Hot with thy unkind difdaim 

All that is great in nature leads me on. 

And my heart laboucs withthe vaft conception. 

Orellana. 

Vain effort to diflemWe ! Even now 
The ftrong expreffive charafters of guilt 
Glare in thy eye, and fhoot their livid fires. 

Al2uma. 
Talk not of guilt : thou little know'ft — 

Orellana. 

Not talk. 

When faith and truth, the fenfe of ancient honour 

Are trampled down ? when in bafe abje£t fear 

A brother derogates from all his race. 

Abjures at once his country and his gods. 

And with the foe capitulates for life ? 

AtZUMA. 

Thy virtue charms mey but thou ill doft chuic 
This awful period : 'tis a tnoment big 
With defperation, with difaft'rous changes, 
And horrible intents. I fee thee now 
Perhaps for the laft time, 

Orellana. 

What fay'A thou ? Ha! 

That look terrific !---But too plain I x^ad. 

And yet they told me — 

Al^ 
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. Alzuma« 
Who? 

Orellaka. 
Don Carlos; 

Alzuma. 
What? 

Orellana* 
of gods abjured. 

Alzuma. 
And did'ft thou hate thy brother ? 

OREtLANA. 

And can*ft thou blame me I 

Alzuma* 
I do thank thee for it, 

Orella^a* 

Still thou art true ? 

Alzuma. 

As heaven's foundation fix'd ! 

Fix'd as the marble pillars of the world. 

Orellana. 
Have I then wrong'd thee ? Oh ! Alzuma, 

Alzuma. 
Come, 

Tho 
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Thou beft of lifters ! daughter of the fun ! 
Worthy thy charafter ! come to my heart. 
And yet is this a time, this hour of horror. 
To pour the fofteft tranfports of the foul. 
And mingle tears with madhefs and delpair ? 

Orellana. 

Thy words, thy looks, appall my frighted fenfe, 
Alas ! my brother, ere we part — 

Alzuma. 

No more ; 

I charge thee urge no more. Whatever my lot, 

Thou'lt wonder and applaud. 

Orellana. 

Yet boding fears ! 

Let me attend thy fteps. 

Alzuma. 

It muft not be. 

Wait here thy mother's coming. With apt Ipeech 

Beguile her ftay : I would not have her near me. 

Time flies; the hour draws nigh; immortal powers f 

The genius of Peru ! The fates are bufy ! 

All nature paufes for the great event. 

Orellana, 

Thy words portentous--Ha ! Pizarro comes ! 

Enter Pizarro. 

Pizarro. 

At length, Alzuma, with fereneft influence 
Crace lights upon thee. Come, the altar blazes ; 

Thy 
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Thy fricn*. arc f ang'd tround j the brazen giicei 
Exclude the bufy chrwig ; ^ thing* W r^y. 

Alzuma. 
AU ready faid'ft thou? 

PXZARRO. 

AH; we wait but you. 

Alzuma. 
Horror 1 You wait biit me ! Go on i I follow* 

PiZARRO. 

Approving Heaven fmi!es on the juft defign. 
This holy work perform^, all will be well. 

lExit Pizarro* 

Alzuma. 

Be firm, my heart, and you, my trembling finews, 
Hold^ hold awhile. What hollow voice is th^t ? 

Orellana. 
^15 rUenqe deep^ and foJemn fiillnefs round. 

Alzuma. 

*^ Now is the time,'* it cries — I cofne, I come. 

The facred impulfe — Hark ! — it calls again. 

Ye crimfon ^ftr^s ! and ye gleaming fms 1 

Ye fpirits of revenge, who point my way ! 

Lead on, your mortal inftrumept I come I [£*//. 

Qrellai^a. 
Oil ! how my fceart— Who's ther^sr ? 
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EHter Orazia. 

Orazia. 

, will you ftill 
fcopi rejeft a lover's tendVeft vows ? 
Let mc prevail. 

Orellana* 
*Tis not an hour for love ! 

Orazia. ' 

Not when your brother—-^ 

Orellana. 
He approves it riot, 

Orazia. 
Has he not c^'d Pizarro to the altar I 

Orillana. 

He wifh'd to meet hi,m there. 

Orazia, 

He wifhes too 

To fee his fitter recompence at length 

Her lover's faithful fires. Where is Alzuma ? 

Hall thou not feen him ? 

Orellana. 

He went hence but now. 

Orazia. 
Then he has fought the altar : let us thither. 

Vol. I. E e c Orel- 
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rU come anon ; not now; it vmrc not fit 
You (hould be there. Far other work impends; 
The work of fate ! . 'Twere beft remai#i y^u 
not go. ^ n" 



m 



Orazia. 

What mean thofe faltViog accents ? ha! what noife? 

Orellana. 
Defend me, heav'nly powVs, defend me, 

Orazia, 
Hark! 

Pizarro within the ScetM 

Perfidious traitor ! cleave him to the gpround. 

Ora^a. 

They murder him ; they kill my fon y forbear ; 
Hold, ruffians, hold. [ExiU 

Alzuma within the Scenes^ 

The gods, the injur'd gods 
Demand his blood« 

Orellana. 

'Tis my brother's voice ! 
Yes, ftrike Alzuma j with redoubled blow 
Avenge a father's death. Look down ye pow'rs 
And &ield my brother's life. [Eddt, 

Enter 
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Enfer Gonzalez, 

Gonzalez. 

Wild tumult fills 

The Ipacious temple. Ha ! again I hear it I 

Enter Carlos. 

Carlos. 
Treafon and murder ! found there, found th' alarm) 

\Xhe bell tolls. ' 

Gonzalez. 
Alas ! what new event, what have the fates—-* 

Carlos. 

Oh ! 'tis a fpeftacle of woe and horror ! 
My father dies a viftim to their fury. 
With treacherous arts Alzuma hath deceived us. 
The rites were all prepared : the lawn-rob'd priell 
Stood reverend at the altar ; tapers blaz'd, 
Incenfe arofe, and organs fiU'd the choir ^ 
When forth Alzuma came, with folemn pace, . 
Looking fubmiffion ; we fcarce faw the blow ; 
Wing'd with the light'ning's fpeed, he Iheath'd his 

, dagger 
X)eep in my father'§ heart. 

Gonzalez. 

What fays my Lord ? 
Recall the word. 

Carlo?. 

Oh blind and fatal raftinefs, 

E e e a That 
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That (fcrew me unfufpefting to t^ altar ! 
No fword, no weapon to defend ms life ! 
Yet with what, force! could, withdefpYatc rage 
I rufh*d amidft their throng : Ev'n that was vain. 
The traitor's friends that inftant clos'daroiina r«* 
And I np aid could give. Why lingers th 
The tardy foldier ? Will no friend lupply 
An inftrument of vengeance ? 

Gonzalez. 

Soon the guards 

Shall ftop each avenue : Alzuma then 

Shall pay the iforfeit of his horrid treafon. 

Carlos. 

With iron rage he dafh'd him on the o;round ; . 
With his left hand gra%'d the difhevell'd hair. 
And round his arm the plaited locks intwining. 
In gore he dragg'd him to the altar's bafe ; 
And I the while could only rend the air ^* 

With piercing cries j they held my feeble arjns. , 

, ^/ 

Gonzalez. 

And is he martyr'd thus by favage hands, * 
His:conquefl: ftopt, and all his laurels withered ? 

Carlos. 

Orazia comes ; fhe raves, fhe fcreams,, fhe flies 

Wilder than winds ; upon her mangled Lord l^ 

Throws her extended body, clafps him clofe. 

Then looking piteous up with Areaming eyes, 

" Forbear, my fon, forbear ; thou fhalt hot Murd^.*' 

But nought can fave Pizarro from his rage. 

" Die, monfter, die," he cried, then tore him from 

her ^ ; 

Along the crimfon marble; in dcfpair ^^ > /' 

Upward fhe Iprung, and darting round his neck 

With, 
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With circling arms, intreats, implores, befeeches. 
Bathes his broad cheft with te#s, and vainly ftrivcs 
To fave 4 hu/band from a oiurd'rer's rage. 

Gonzalez. 
Detefted, treacherous villain ! 

Carlos. 

Asm my friends, "* 

Arm all Peru, and give the means of vengeance* - 

G0NZAI,]PI. 

This way, my Lord, revenge ^ill now be ours : 
At yonder gate I fee the faimful bands. 

Carlos. 

Do you go forth and let the troops inveft 
The temples round. Let ev'ry path be clos'd, 
That none efcape my fury. [£.v// GonzakzJ] 

Righteous heav'n ! 
Now in your caufe ftern juftice lifts the fword. 
And the fell murderer from the altar dragg'd 
Shall meet his inftant doom. {ExtL 

[Flourijh of trumpets and bell tolls. '\ 

Enter Alzuma and Ozmar. 

Alzuma. 

Brave Ozmar — ho ! 

To ev'ry injur'd god this reeking blade 

Pour'd hot libation of the tyrant's blood. 

Ozmar. 

Immortal fpirits crown him, crown the hero ; 
The godlike blow for liberty is ftruck. 

Al- 
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Alzuma. 
The murderer of mankind has breath'd his lafl:^ * J^ 

^fer Or ELL AN A. 

Al:^ma. 

My OrcUana, ha ! what means that look, 
Ghaftly and pale ? Wherefore that tremblb^ftqp? 
Thoii art not wounded ? 

Qrellana* ' 

Oh F too deep, too deep 5 
Thou too, Alzuma, born to bitter woe ! ^ 
Deep in thy heart is fix'd the mortal ftab. 
The altar blufhes witiv forbidden blood. 
Thy wretched mother — * 

Alzuma. 
Speak J diftraft me not. 

Orellana. 
Ev'n now Ihe dies. 

Alzuma. 

By the dread pow'rs of vengeance. 

Whoe'er has dar'd — I here atteft the gods— «*- ' 

Orellaita. 

Atteft not heav'n againft yourfelf. Thy anp> | 

Alas ! thy defp'rate arm — 

Alzuma. , 

What doft thou mean ? ^ 



^ 
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Orellana. 

Toa plain I faw; as round your heck ibe clung. 
And fuedfor mercy to Pizarro's life j 
Youthen, unconfcious, bent on other mifchieii 
As ftill fhe ftruggled to reftrain thy arm. 
Then gufh'd the facred blood that gave you being. 

Alzuma. 

Open thou earth, and take me, take me down 
T0|fcare the fiends belov/. 

?1fc? back Scene draws y and difcovers an Altar ^ Pizanti 
lying deady andjeveral Indians Jianding rounds 

Or A^ I A « brought forward. 

Orbjllana, 

And Jo 1 fee there ! 

See where the miferable viftfm comes. 

Orazia, 

Oh ! I am faint \ I die ^ foft, lay me down. 

Orellana. 
DiMrous fate ! 

^ Alzuma* 

Have I deferv'd this mifery ? 

Orazia. 

I di^' alas ! I die. Where are my children ? 
My Orellana — nearer — Oh ! Alzuma 1 
Wilt thou not know me ? in this laft diftrels 
Not lend a pitying hand ? 

"^ Al- 
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Alzuma. 

*Tis red with blood, ' ^ <|| 

With horrid parricide ! its touch will blafl; 
The fad remains of life. 

OkAZlA. 

Approach, Mzum^i 

Support me, lend your hand; your's, Orel 

your's ; 

Life ebbs apace ; I leave ye both, I leave f 

My dear, dear children. Yet to hold ye thus 
Makes ev'n languor fmile, and foftens all # 

ThepSngs of death. 

Alzuma. 

I call each god to witnefs. 

Each cruel god, I never meant to harm ^. 

That matron-breaft that gave its nurture to ftlc. 

Orellana. 

Alas ! the agonies of death are on her. 

Enfer Carlos. 

Carlos. -^^ 

There fix your ftation, guards ; Orazia too ! 
Doform'd and gafh'd with wounds ! in death's un- 
brace ! 
Fell favage monfter ! Torture waits your guilt. 

Orazia. 

Forbear, forbear ; the warning hand of heaven 
With thefe events repays our thirft of blood. 
Too much has flow'd already. Let my child 
Now live in peace -, it is my dying pray'r. 

Al- 
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Alzuma. 
Doft thou forgive thy horrible aflaflin ? 

Orazia. 

'TWas not thy guilt ; mifchance, 'twas dire mif- 

chance 
That ivrought the deed. I thought they murderU 

thee, 
I flew, thy mother flew to fave her child : 
In that fad moment-— Oh ! — 

Grella>ta, 
Yet fpare her, heav'n ! 

Alzuma, 
She dies in torment. 

Orazia, 
No, Alzuma, no ; 

I feel no pain, my child. In me thou feeil 
How an expiring Chriftian fufi^drs death. 
Thou God of mercy ! ha ! — hold !— -iraife me up, 
Alzuma, where, where art thou ? — Yet a word ; 
If ever I was dear, if ever— Oh ! [D/Vj, . 

Alzuma. 

She's gone ; flie's gone ; and with her dying breath 
Pardon'd her murderer ! Could Ihe then forgive me ? 
Is that a Chriftian virtue ? 

Carlos. 
'Tis the virtue 
Which you have fpurn'd; but fince th' expiring 

faint 
Granted her pardon, Spain accords it too I 

Vol. L Fff Al- 
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Alzuma. 

Strike mc, juft gods^ deep to the center : here 

I ftand a parricide ! a mother's blood 

Still glows upon this hand ! and are ye not 

Gods of juft vengeance ? Will your wrath permit 

A wretch like me to ftalk the groaning earth ? 

Ye mountains hide me ! Oh ! no place czn hide 

A deed accurs'd like mine ! [Falls down. ^ 

Orellana. 
And do I live 

To fee my mother thus ? — A ghaftly form ! 
A little while and thofe dead lips had utt'rance T 
That heart beat warm with gen'rous afFeftion ! - 
Thus do I fee thee ? Is this mangled corfe 
All that is left me of thee ? 

Alzuma. (Riftng on bis knees.) 

She gave me being, and this impious hand 
Hath giv'n a ftab to nature y to the womb 
That brought me forth, bore the affaffin's knife ! 
I wait juft pow'rs for your dread pleafure 5 fliike. 
Here at once ; launch your red vengeance down ; 
Punifb and pity me ! 

Carlos. 
His woes are great. 

And his heart laboring with the ftrong compunftion 
Speaks the foul big with ev'ry gen'rous inftindt, 
Wild nature's growth. Forgive me, oh ! my father. 
Who there Heft ftretch'd in death, if I refpedt 
The virtues of a foe. Alzuma, rife. 
Repentance may efface 



Alzuma, 
Away, nor talk (Jtarting up) 



Of 
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Of fruitlefs penitence. No' gods can pardon 

A crime like this. See there thofe glaring orbs ! 

That bofom gor'd by this deftruftive hand ! 

Orazia ! — oh that look, that fmile in death. 

Damns me beyond all depth— And yet I muft, 

I will approach her — (kneels down by her) I no more 

can murder thee. 
Where are your tortures, Spaniard ? — Lo ! that 

fight! 
Tear out, difleft my heart. 

CaHlos, 
Alzuma hear me. 

In thee I have beheld the fierce extreme 
Of favage virtue : for a father loft: 
YouVe laid a fcene of blood j but now behold 
A Chrifliian's virtue : By thy fatal arm 
My father there lies dead, and I forgive you. 

Alzuma. 
Forgive ! — Forgive me faid'fl: thou ! 

Carlos. 
Yes ; nay more, 

I pity your misfortunes. For yoiir country 
You Ve bravely fought, and I applaud your valour* 
For the miftaken zeal which here by flaughter 
Would plant the worfliip of the God of peace, 
I do difclaim it alL That righteous God, 
Who gave the fun its light, and from his hand 
Launched forth the fl:ars into the void immenfe. 
He tells weak erring man, we may perfuade 
Our fellow creatures to embrace their good. 
But ev'n for truth itfelf mufl: not defliroy. 

Orellana. (Rifing up.) 
Oh ! wherefore, Carlos, were rhofe godlike virtues 

F f f 2 Ta 
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To this faid hour concealed ! Chriftians and Indians 

Both> both have err'd alike. The cruelty 

That mark'd its way with blood, jprovok'd revenge : 

But this your effort of unheard or goodnefs. 

Bids us repent ev'n of our country's love, 

Ev'n of our gods, and Orellana's h<rart 

Turns Chriftian at the thought ! 

Alzuma. 

Oh, loft Peru ! 

FaU'n, fall'n indeed ! thy foe was hitherto 

A robber, and a murderer ! now he conquers ; 

Now his religion triumphs : all thy gods. 

Oh, land belov'd ! thy gods prepare for flight. 

They yield to fome divinity unknown. 

Some great firft caufe of all ! And fhall yon fun 

Move at a maker's will his ftated round. 

No longer now ador'd ! The hoft of ftars. 

Shall they be deem'd his work ? The rainbow too. 

That over arches the wide tradts of air. 

Is his the hand that bent it ? I am loft 

In doubt and wonder ! Spaniard, mark my words j 

If fuch the virtues which your God infpires. 

We'll learn of thee to live^ and oh ! we'll learn, 

Thou murder'd excellence ! of thee to die. 

Carlos. 

Enlighten'd hence, ye rulers of each ftate. 
Learn to extinguilh fierce religious hate j 
Truth came reveal'd from the eternal niiind. 
To bid us love, and not deftroy mankind ; 
Not blaft the work, which heav'h with pleafure owns : 
Hear, bigot kings ! and trenible on your thrones. 



End of th^ FIFTH ACT.. 
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Spoken by Mrs. HARTLEY. 



/I UR Play thus <?Vr, now fw ells each throbbing breafi 

With expe Station of the coming jeji. 
By Fafhion's law^ whene'er the Tragic Mufe 
With fympathetic tears each eye bedews \ 
Whenjome bright Virtue at her call appears^ 
WaVd from the dead repofe of rolling years j 
When facred Worthies ^^ bids breathe anew^ 
*That men may be, what Jhe difplays to view j 
By Falhion's law, with light fantajlic mien 
fthe Comic Sifter trips it o*er thefcene ; 
Arm^d at all points with wit and wanton wiles ^ 
Plays off her airsy and calls forth all her f miles s 
57// each fine feeling of the heart be o'er. 
And the gay wonder how they wept before. 

Say, do you wifhy ye bright y ye virtuous train, 
^hat ev'ry tear that felly fhouldfall in vain? 

If this nighf s fcenes foft pity could impart y 
^^is your^s tofet the fafhion of the heart. 
*^is your^Sy yefair, to aid Alzuma's caufe. 
His ruined empire^ and expiring laws, 

EP I- 



EPILOGUE. 

For Orellana may I dare to flead ? 
My faults will all your kind indulgence need. 
On you my hopes are fix' d : One fmile from yoH 
To me is worth the treafures of Peru. 



/ 



END of the FIRST VOLUME. 
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